Contical Transfozmation. 


| As It. is Adted by His Maieſty's 
_© Servants, at'the Theatre 
in Donſet GIG 
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Veni, Vidi, Vici. 


——_— 
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Printed for Fames Knapton at the Grown in 
St. Pauls Church- yard, MDC XCV. 


Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


To my Worthy F riends and Parrons at 
Lockers Ordinary. 


O U arenot to be told, thatPoets are ſawcy, very 
ſawcy, mighty ſawcy, but your (won'd be) Poet, 
or Farce Snipper Snapper, ſuch a Promiſcuous Rid- 
dle me Re, as my ſelf, always ſaper-abounding ; There- 
fore do 1 heartily hope, but more humbly entreat, that 
with the Piercing Eye of Underſtanding, and thro' 
the Orbicuous Glaſs of Reaſon, you will perfectly dif 
ccrn, and then wholly attribute the boid Preſumption 
of this ſharp Epiſtle (as I may juſtly term it) to my 
Seeming ſelf, as Audacious even the Poer, and not to 
my Real ſclf, as Modeſt Mr. Jevorn the Players. But 
now ] intend to give my ſelf an unwilling Looſe to 
Eloquent Words and Rhetorica! Naotiens ( which to - 
Me have always Prompt and Ready been.) Et ad Un- 

vem, GW ad Pennam, and torchwuh caſt my [elf upon 
the Naked Confines of Mediccrity, and in plain terms 
come pat and cloſcly to you thus. 


A 2 7, You 


You may pleaſe to call to 'mind,; and will.remember 
that preſently after our Catcall Diſolution, which for 
ſome time, from our Natural Home, and Provident 
| Stage, diſpers'd abroad Us Under-acting Fews, without 
a Moſes to provid: our Manna: And after tne Pra'crs 
(as you mav gucſs) of the many - Marmering Hire- 
jlings, for thoſe whoſc whiltling breath blew 'cm to a 
more remote and far worſe Climare, 'twas then the 
Neediul I ; by d:nt of Hunger forc'd; wrote (you know 
tall well) ſuch Powerful Lines ro your unmindful 
Senate, that had ye not all had Hearts ' of Stone you 
would have melred into Retaliating Favours. Your 
ſpeedy Promiſes were great, but your {low Performances 
(witneſs ye Unaſliſting Gods) alas , were ſmall. - Ler 
this my All-commanding Style, and moſt ingenious 
Piece then now revive and whert your almoſt blunted, 
Purpoſe, to a more lively, quick and ſolid Anſwer : Let 
- me endear ye all'{my Yet but ſeeming Friends and pro- 
miſing Patrons only) to a more ponderous Reſolution, _ 
and Candid anſwer to him that, Gad Judge me, ye: 
know to be 


Tonr humble and obedient Servant, 


«L, 


Grave, Tcarned, Judicious and Dci:berate. 


"* H E Modern Age, and preſent Repreſentations, un- 
known to the Antiquitated Liniits, which in all 
bounds of Prevalent Atone ments, ſuperſede the E- 

quinetral of Iliuminary Spirits, are not in the leaſt cap- 
tivated with the Dccorum of Dreſs, forrunate ana ſuc- 
ceeding Afion, exhauſted Maſter of Volatory arvided 
Flaſk neſs, that now is not in ſelf, De Re Imaginari nc- 
gue ſuppoſita de tutura, Nerther can their profcund Pre-- 
cepts, who were known and adord as Patriirchs in Na- 
tures primitive Sanguinity with collateral Adberents , 
with the noiſe of what was heretofor? delivered, inculcate 
Predominancy to the Right Line of Monarchial and Epil- 
copal Adherences. Therefore if in preater and more evi- 
dent Points the Lawyer can no more be: without his Fee , . 
than the Lord Chancellor his Mace or a Poet without Fr- 
rors, ( my ſelf alone exempted ) why ſhc:d the Judoment 
of a Man that is partially byaſs d againfi the Banditti , 
rule the Author's opinion in his own Hemiſphere, and dif. 
cuſs at large the Virtue of Joblon's Wife, without the Ma- 
Nagement. 


"To the READER. 
nagement of Hobbs his Leviathan 2 Why ſbou'd Shake- 
ſpear, Johnſon, Beaumont, Fletcher, that are no way 
Adequate to the profound Intellefs of my preſent Atone- 
ment, be rankza" above the Laborious, tho dull States- 
-F2EN, 


-----Sed Vaſtum Vaſtior Ipſe, 
Suſtalic Agydes, &c, Ov. Metam. 


Thoſe feveral Malignant Aſſertions offered, a large and 
a compenarous Reſolution ought to be maturely reſponded, 
eſpecially, when the Ecizpſe of Matrimony is ſubterraneal- 
Jy trod down. As to the main Notion of Poliganiy 66- 
Jeonded unaer a Cirtoot of Imagination, We rake it thus. 
Alexander nas Great.andViflorious in his Mediterranean 
HEngagements of Hoſpitality. To the contrary, Julian the 
Apoftate recites his own Benevolences in ſeri Octavo of 
Traditional Uſury: Which plainly denotes the firſt Fpreſ- 
fron and the laſi Denotation. So that if we come to Mo- 
dern Affairs, you will find that the Maſqued Middle Gal. 
ery, being by Command Superior, brought bare faced to the 
Pre-exiflent Sparks conſlruftion , more amruſes the Sun- 
ſhine Planet of his Scarlet Coat, than the beat of an Iriſh 
Drum to an Faſt India Interlcper. For what ſays Terence 
i Paucis ce Volo) which manifeſtly denotes the condeſcen- 
Aing temper of the Malc, and the diving Aſp: of the 
Female, Now if after ſo long a Concupiſcential Appe- 
rite the Novelty of Weeding i to be adjudg ad Ceremont- 
ces, 1 lexve to my Lord Chuect Juſtice his lipflaff 10 ex- 
amin, and make all even between the Pope and my Lord 
archbijtop of Canterbury. 
Pro- 
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H O W long is't fince you ſaw I pray 


PROLOGU E, [pcke by Mr. jevor. 


That ſtrange old faſhion'd thing call d a New Play. 


Or how long indeed d'ye think twill be 

Before you taſte that long'd for Nowel ty ? 

You may ſet your hearts at reſt for this Age, 

Union and Catcals have quite ſpoyl d the Stage. 

T ime was the Poets could cock, look big, and cry, 
Damn theſe ſawcy Players, It's all agree, 

And ſtarve the Rogues, the Times friends turned be, 
AndT am turn'd Poet, there's a barced'ye ſee. 
But now tomy Geatheration friends, 

What quick return, or what conciſe amends, 

Have you, my ever honour'd, ever dear, 
Renowned, whiſtling Patrons made appear 

To him that is your ſervant every where ? 

My Name's Mr Jevon, 1 m known far and near. 
But no more wards in ſo much Company, 
Satisfattion I muſt have and quickly ; C 

Or Gad, T le leave off writing diretly. 

Let me havea pledge of it now: y are here, 

Or in your Balls you may forget I fear. 

Be favourable to this ſame piece at hand, 

And d'je hear friends, don't, ſhall I, ſpall I ſtand. 
IF Tin Pocket findyou-dive for Catcall, 

ih ht down Curtain, T le tell ye that all. 

Catcalls well tuned might do well in Opera's, 
They'd ſerve for Hoboys to fill up a Chorus. | 

Or in a French Love Song, obſerve you now, 


A:-Cadmeus Pur Qua, Pur Qua, Mene Vou, 


Begar Monſieur, it be De pretty Whyne, 


Ki La D'ance De Meneway, Ob it be wery fine. 


Dances you have, and various here to night, 
But they are Englith all, all Engliſh quite. 
Throughout, Engliſh Songs, Farce Engliſh too, 
That's French Scene, 

. HII Nonſence without any more ado. 

Kickſhaws like this ſerve for a Lenten Diſh, 
If not far: Fleſh, pray let it ſerve for Fiſh. 

And fince Pennance at this Time's in faſhion, . 
Come three Days for Mortification - 


| Points to ſome particular 
P eopie in the Fit, 


[ Sings. 


[ Dances. 


Fane] 


The. 
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I The Aiflors Names. yd 
ME N. | 


"  fAnhoneſt Couttry Gen- 
IR Rich, Lovemore tleman beloved for good te Gryfin, 
Old Eng). Houle-keeper, 


Rowland, j Mr. Bowm 
Sir R:c hard \ EF 1 , man, 
VO rienOSs. 
£07g74976. { Fa $4 | 4Mr. Peryn. 
Butier, Mr: Saunders. 
C008 Mr. Percyvat, 


F Srvants to Sir Richard. 
Foitiman. : Mr. Low. 


Coachmar, ! 
- The Ladies Father. Of the old Strain: 4 Phanatick. [Mr. Norris. 
i Hypocritical Phanatick Parſon, loves; - 
Noddy, to eat and cant, Chaplain to my La. Mr. Powel, 
C _ dy Lovemore. J 
Job Dy {A Plalm- fing Jing Cobler, Tenant and Mr : 
F: Neig/bour to Sir Richard. 8  Fewon. 


Iw A Magician Mr. Freeman. | 
Ny Cre \ "Sh | | 
Abyſbog, \Tao Spirits. 

Countrywwan, 

Blind Fidler. 

Foot boy. 


W OMEN. 


Wiſe to Sir Richard. A Proud | 
Phanartick, always canring 

Ady Lovemore. < and brawling. A Perpetual Mrs. Cook. 
Fixen and a Shrew, (a biel: 


led Wife, R 
11, "NAY n . _ Tt Mrs. Price. 
9h (Lady Loverore's' Maids, { Mrs. 7wyford. 
Nell. Jobſon's Wile, a ſimple innocent Girl. Mts. Percival, 


The 


4 Tenants, Servants, Dancers, Singers, Waſſeters. 


THE : 
Devil-of a Wite, 
0 R -A& 
Comical Transfo2mation, 


_——_— 


ACTI SCENE L 
Enter Jobſon the Cobler, and Nell bis Wife. 


Net, & OOD Husband ſtay with me to Night, and make 
an end of the Holiday at home. | 
Jobſon, Peace, peace, and go Spin, for ifI want 
any Thread for my ſtitching, I will puniſh you by 
virtue of my Sqvereign Authority. 

NeÞ. TI warrant you: But you'l go tothe Ale- houſe, ſpend your 
Money, and get drunk, and come home like Old Nick, and uſe 
one like a Dog. 

Jobſon. How now Brazen Face, do you peak 11] of the Gover. 
ment? Iam King in my own Houſe, and this is Treaſon againſt 
my Majeſty. 

Nel. 1 doirt underſtand your ſtuff, but prithee don't go to the 
Ale-houſe. 

Jobſon. Well, then, I willnotgo to the Ale-houſe, T have made 
an Appointment with Sir Richard Lovemores Butler, and am to be 
' Princely drunk in Punch at the Hall Place 5 we ſhall have a Bowl 
big enough to ſwim in, _ 

B Nell 
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NeP. O Lord Husband, the new Lady, they ſay, will not ſuffer 
aStranger to come into her Houle, ſhe gruiges a draught of Small 
Beer, and ſeveral of this Town have come Home with broken 
Heads from her Ladiſhips own hands, for but ſmelling Strong Beer 
in her Houſe. 

Jobſon, A Pox on her for a Fanatic Jade, ſhe has almoſt di- 
ſtra&ed the good Knight, but ſhe's abroad feaſting with her Re- 
lations, and will ſcarce come home to Night, and we are tohave 
much Drink, a Fiddle and Gambals, 

Nell. But her Fanatic Perſon will diſturb you, 

Fobſor. It he does, we will toſs the Hippocrite in a Blanket, or 
kick the ſanCtified Coxcomb to a Jelly. 

Ne!l. O dear Husband let me go with you, we'll beas merry as 
the Night's long. | | 

Jobſon. Why how now, you bold Bettreſs, what wou'd you be 
carried to a Company of Smooth-fac'd, Eating, Drinking, Lazy 
Serving-men 3 Rogues, whoſe Nouriſhment runs. all into Ler- 
chery 2 No, you Jade I will be no Cuckold. | | 

Nell. Tmſure they would make me welcome, you-promis'd me I 
ſhould ſee the Houle : Sir Richard and the Family have not been 
there ſince you married and brought me to Town. 

Jobſon. Why, thou audacious Strumpet, dar'ſt thou diſpute with 
me 2? go home and Spin, or elſe my Strap will wind about thy Ribs, 


Fobſor . He that has the beſt Wife, 
Sings. She's the Burthen of his Life, 
But for her that will Scold and will Duarrel: 
Tet him cut her ſhort 
Of her Meat and her Sport, : 
And ten times a day hoop her Barrel, 


NeIt. We poor women muſt be Slaves, and never have any joy, 
but you Men run and ramble, and take your Swing. | 
Jobſon. Why you moſt Piſtilent Baggage, will you be hoopt > Be 
gone. be 

Nell. Well, I muſt go. 

Jobſor, Here, now I think ofit, here's Six-pence for you, get 
Ale and Apples, ſtretch and puff thy ſelf up with Lambs-wooll, 
rejoyce and revel by thy ſelf, be drunk and wallow in thy own 
Stye, hike a Sow as thou art. 

Jobſon Sings He that has a Wife, &c. [ Exit Nell and Job. 


ater 


ws 


Enter Sir Richard Lovemore's Butler, Cook, Serving-men, Chamber. 
| maid, and other Women Servants. 
_ Butler. Twou'd our blind Minſtrel and our dancing Neighbors 
were here, that we might rejoyce a little, while our Termagant 
Lady is abroad,T have made a moſt Sovereign Bowl of Punch, and [ 
have a good hoard of }/7ze and March Beer. 

Jane. We had need 'rejoyce ſometimes, but our deviliſh new 
T7 ady will never ſuffer it when ſhe knows it. 

Butler. | will maintain it, there s more mirth in a Galy, than in 
our Family, our Maſter Sir Richard 1s the worthieſt Gentleman, 

nothing but goodneſs, Sweetneſs and Liberality. 

Serv. Man, But here's a Houſe turn'd topſlie turvy, from Fea- 
ven to Hell, fince her coming hither. | 

Maid We are all alike,none of us can ſcape her Rage and Fury. 

Jane. His former Lady is a Saizt in Heaver, and lived fo on 
Earth, all Mildneſs and Gentlenels. | | 

Butler. Ay, Reſt her Soul, ſhe was, but this 15 inſpired with a 
T.egion of Devils, and one plaguy Noz+ con-Parſon, worle than all, 
that makes her lay about her like a Fury. 

Fare. Im ſureI always feel her in my Bones, ſhe has an inſtru- 
ment of Corre&ion made of Whale bone, and for fear I ſhould 
forget her good Uſage, ſhe refreſhes my Memory every quarter of 
an hour ; If her Complexion don't pleaſe her, or ſhe look yellow 
in a morning, [ amſure to be laid on,and look black and blue for't - 

Cook, Pox on her, when TI carry up her Breakfaſt, I dare not come 
within reach of her, I have ſome fix broken Heads already. A Lady, 
quoth a ! a Shee Bear is a civiler Animal : ſhe has robb d me of my 
Cunny Skins, my RKitchen-ſtuff, and all my Vails 3 and brought a 
damn'd eating godly Fellow with her, that ſcarce will be content 
with five Meals a day. 

Butler. None of you have been uſed as I have. 

Jane, That's becauſe none of us had a Spade-Beard of a Foot long. 

Butler. T that have lived five and forty year in the Houſe, and 
had for rwenty years preſery'd a reverent Beard, which made me _ 
noted for Wiſdom and Diſcretion, through all the Country, and 
| ſhe to demoliſh this poor Beard in aninſtant. 

Cook, T beſeech you, by what means did ſhe depopulate and 
waſte your Fruitful Chin. 

. Butler: Why it was ruined by Fire, with her own curſed hands 
ſhe ſing'd 1t off; ſhe ſaid it always ſmelt of Brewis, and was a 
Spunge that ſoak'd up more March Beer in a month than any ſix 
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e Devil of a Wife ; Or, 


| theableſt Drunkards in the hundred could in a year : I fav'd no. 
thing but this ſame one Sprig that grew upon a Wart, and that by 
my Nail. 

Jane, What pity 'twas to loſe ſuch an emblem of Gravity and 
Wiſdom. Joh Ros 

Butler. Ay,Tam become a ſhame tomy Neighbours and dare not 
ſhow my Chin before em : Oh that Beard, that poor Beard, what 
Authority it had amongſt %em ! | had e'neas live ſhe had gelt me. 

Serv. Mz, 1 believe thou had'ſt, thy Beard was of as much uſe 
as any Implement about thee. 

Jane. Methoughts he look'd like one ofthe old Patriarchs in the 
the Arras, I have ſeen an old Eaſtern King in a Mortlack hanging 
very much reſembling bis Phiſnomy, | 

Butler. Oh Mrs Jaze you do my poor Beard too much honour, 
but farewel dear Beard, | ſhall never ſee the lic of Thee. 

Cook Noa man may as well hope to have two crops of Oak Tim- 
ber fromthe ſame place,astwo ſuch Beardsfrom one Chinin an Age, 

Maid. Piſh, what hurt does the loſs of a Beard do? | was making 
a Shift for her, and ſhe did not like my Lacing it down ? ſheturns 
the wrong end of her fan, ſtrikes me on the Mouth fo hard, that 
ſhe beat out twoofmy Butter Teeth - A ſhame on her light Fingers. 

Jare. She makes the Coach man chain the Footmen to Poſts, 
whip 'em with Dog whips, and'ſtands by to ſce. the Execution 

Butler, Heaven: have mercy upon my. poor Maſter, this deviliſh 
Termagant Scolding Religious Woman will be the death of him, 
I never ſaw a man ſo altered all the days of my Life. 


Cook, There's a perpetual motion in that Tongue of hers, and a- 
damn'd: ſhrill Pipe enough to break the Drum of a man's Ear, I - 


wonder my Maſter does not kick her and her Parſon ont of doors. 
Futler. Her Parſon, her Weaver ; I believe he never had any 
Orders, but an inward motion from- his Stomach, which inclines 
him to eat more than a Wolf, and this motion is an inward Call. 
Noddy. (within) Why, Cook Joby, Cook, where art thou ? 
Cook. I'm here, this his outward Call , now 1s he almoſt fa- 
miſht for his ſecond Afternoons Luncheon: Hs 
Noddy. Why, John, why doſt thon neglect me ? my Spirits are 
exhaled, evaporated irf Study and Labour 3. | feel as it were a 
ſtrange kind of emptifulneſs, Ihave noteat this two hours. _ 
Batler. A Pox on him, ſet him faſt by the Teeth, or elſe he'l] 


diſturb us. 
C ook. 


4 + 


Cook. I have a couple of cold Chickens, ſome Weſtphalia Bacon, 
and Chriſtmas Pyes, | . 

Ned. For your Chriſtos Pyes I defie then, they are abominable, 
Scandalous, and Idolatrous, they favour of Rome, they are ſo ma- 
ny Fortifications wherein the Whore of Babylozintrenches hericlt, 
I will down with them, I will beat them down, my Zeal will n2+ 
ſutfer ſuch Popery in this Houſe; ye are my Flock, 1 will ſee that 
that Wolf the Whore does not prey upon you and devour you-: 
down, down I ſay with all her Outworks and High places, her 
Superſtitions and Tdolatrous ſtzuctures and Buildings, whether in 
Minc'd Pyes or otherwiſe : Your Chriſtmas is an [dol, a very idol 
truly, have] not ſeen him in a Profane Mask, in the +Hjabit of an 
o0)} Man with a long ſpade Beard, and the deluded Rout have 
worſhipped and fallen down before him ? your Bagpipes are as Pa- 
gan Organs, and your Waſlelers lewd and filthy Choriſters unto 
Satan, I may not bear theſe Rags of the Smock of that Scarlet 
Whore, my Spirit riſes, my Zeal boileth and bubleth up asit were 
within me, I am tranſported witha holy Fury : But do you hear 
John Cook ſend up rhoſe Chickens, 

Cook. What both ? 

Noddy Yeaboth, with ſome Weſtphalia Bacon, and, doyouhear, 
John? a Tarts and you Mr. Chipp, let me have a Bottle of Sack, a 
Bottle of Ale, and a Bottle of March Fe r, by help of this refreſh- 
merit, I ſhall be able to hold out till Sypper. Fare ye well tell that 
time, [ Ex. with Cook and Butler. 

Jane. What ſhall we do with this baſe ſniveling Hypocrite ? he'll 
ſpoil our merry meeting. | 

Serv. Max. [| warrant you 'tis but putting ont the Candles, 
and we'll make him weary of his Canting, when e're he comes a- 
MONg Us. | | : 
Re-Enter B#tler and Cook. 

Butler, So, his Proviſion's gone up. 

Cook He's faſt by the Teeth for one hour, 

Enter the Blind Fiddler, Jobſon, and others, Men and . 
Women, and Neighbors, 

Butler, Oh welcome, welcome, here's to our wiſh, the Minſtrel 
and our Nighbor ! Oh old Acquaiutance, Goodman Fobſor, how - 
doſt thon ? 

Jobſon, By my troth, T am ſharp ſet towards the Punch, and 
arm now come with a firm Refolntion, tho' a poor Cobler, to be 


as drunk asaLord ; Iam a true Engliſh heart, and look upon 
| Drunkennef{s, 
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-Drunkenneſs as the beſt part of the Liberty of the SubjeXE. 
Jane, Why did you not bring your Wiie with you? 
Jobſor, Becauſe here are Waggs, young, Rogues, and a Man 
may be a_Cuckold before the Kings health can go round. | 
Butler, Jobſon, well bave a Catch, ſtrike up Blind Wilt - Ah, 
Jobſen, T have heard thee out-ſing the Lark or Nightingale, theu 
art hcard above all the Church, let there be ncver fo many Voices, 
thine will {tji] be predominant, | 
Cook, Ay, and he holds out the Note of ene Verſe, till the Clark 
begins to {ing the next, he has a pure wird, x 
Jobſou, Ay,Vin pretty good at a Pſalz».: have ſoine reaſon for ir, 1 
have ſtitcht Soles this thirty years to rhoſr F/:!z5 you ſpake of. 
Butler, Come let us fetch out our Bowl of Pri:cn in ſolemn Pro. 
.ceſſion, Now let us have a Catch in honour oi !anch 
They bring out the Bowl of Punch, ſinging a Catch aud dan- 
, cing about it, after which they ſit down and drink. 


I 
While you court a damn'd Vintner for ſuch naſty Liquor, 
As worſe was ne're ſwallowed by dull Country Vicar, 

And the inſolent Raſcal will draw what he pleaſes, 
While Boys you may kick 'em, when Maſters yintreat *em, 
And from Drawers you up into Alderman beat 'em? 

But they get your Money, and you get Diſeaſes. 


T I. | 
Sturm, Brimſtore, Lime, Arſuic, fond Drunkards bewitch, 
While the villanows Hoſt not content to be Rich, 
By Brewing and Poyſon ſells that by falſe meaſure, 
No Liquor like Punch gives delight to the Soul, 
When we drown all our Cares ith' bottom oth Bowl, 
Sincere are our Joys, and immortal our Pleaſure. 


ED 5456-* | 
We brew for.our ſelves, and we know each Ingredient, 
As well for. our Health as our. Mirth is expedient, 
And whoever drinks Punch ſtail live merry and long, 
It ſpur; up Jade Nature, and quickens. the Blood, 
H kich ifit finds bad, it nee fails to leave good ? 
And while we drink Punch, we ſhall ever be young. 


Cook, 
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A*Comical Transformation. | To 
Cook, And after that, Ile bring up the Rear with a ſwinging 
Tuarkey-Pye, and a mighty Gammon, beſides much yes, and 0s 


ther Appurtenanices belonging to our Office, 


Cutler,” Here's our Maſter's Health in a Bumper: uzzahb. 
Cook Our Lady's Confuſion in another. Hyzzah. . 
Exter Noddy, knawing the 7 eg of a Chicken 

Noddy. What meaneth this Lewd, Profane; and Babyloniſhnoife 
ye Popiſh Locuſt, ye Idolatrous Vipers, this fanGtified place ts be- 
come a Den of wicked ones. Thou blind miſſeader of the blind with 
thy Lewd Anti-Chriſtian Squeaks, avant, avant, I ſay Belzebib, a» 
vant, He hicks and beats the blind Fiddler They pnt ont the Cans . 

dles, and toſs Noddy one from another, and beat him. 

Hold, hold, what do ye mean? 

Ye Sons of Darkzeſs Idety you. 

T can ſuffer for the truth, T1 am a witneſs, 

Butler, Blind him and gag him. 

Cook. Bind him hand and foot. 

Noddy, 1 will flee away from further Perſecution, Vipers my 
Lady will come, ſhe will to your Confution. 

Serv, Man, And as you like this do you come again, : 

Butler. A Pox on him; to our buſineſs now he is gone. The - 
King and all the Royal Family in a Bumper. Huzzuh. 

{ Noddy ſteals out, they light the Candles, 


Cook, Are you ready for your Collation ? 
Jane, No, no, we'll have about at Blindmans buff, and a Lance 


Jobſon, Ay, ay, come I'm old Dog at that, blind me, perhaps 
Im as great a Maſter at Blindmans-buft as .any one jn Exrove, no 
diſpraiſe to any man. [ They blind him and dance a dance, 

Enter Sir Richard Lovemore and my Lady, 

Lady. O Heaven and Earth ! what's here within my Houſe ! is 
Hell broke looſe ! what Troops of Friends is here, firrah you im- 
pudent Raſcal ? 

Sir Richard, My dear bggatient *tis Chriſtmas, a time of Mirth, 
of Jollity, it has always b&n the Cuſtom of my Houſe to give my 
Servants Liberty in this Seaſon, anq all my Country Neighbours . 
uſed to meet, and with their innocent Sports divert themſelves. 

Lady. Prithee hold thy prating, meddle with thy 0577 matters, 
can cItel] how to govern my own houſe without your putting in an . 
Oar ? ſhall I ask yon leave to corre& my own Servants ? - 

Sir Rzc/, Good L dy I ihounht this hay been my houſe, and 
tho: Servants, and thoſe my Tenants, . Laay., 
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5 The Devil of a Wife : Or, , 
Lady, Did Tbring a Fortune to be thus abus'd, and ſnub'd be- 
fore my Servants, do yon call my Authority in queſtion you in- 
humane Moyxſter > Look you to your Dogs, your Kites and filthy 
"Cattle, your Faulconers, Huntſmen, and your naſty Grooms a- 
' broad, Ill make you know *tis my Province to govern here, nor 
will I be controul d by e're -a Hunting, Hawking, unthinking 
Knight in Chriſtendom, 
Sir Richard. A Pox upon all Foolsthat ſhall marry for money, I 
ain married to a continual ' Tempeſt, Strife and Noiſe Canting and 
Hypocrifie are the daily Portion I have with her ; but ['1l not bear 
this long, if I by force eppoſe her, ſhe falls into fits, and raves 
worſe than any one in Bedlam. _ | 
Cady. You ſtinkingScoundrels,and you filthy Jades, I'll teach you 
to Junkirt thus and ſteal my Proviſror, ſhall be devoured by you. 
. Butler, I thought Madam we might be merry once upon a Hol:- 
aay. | 
Lady, Holiday, you Popiſh Curr, is one day more Hs; than a- 
nother ? and ifit be youll be drunk upon't, you Rogne, that by 
your late demoliſh'd Beard, thought your felt an Example to the 
Family, 1s this your Example ? [ She beats him ore the Head. 
Come you Minx, you impudent Flurt are your gigging after an a- 
bominable Fiddle ? all Dancing is whoriſh, Huſwife. 
'[ Jane is ſnecking to get away, ſhe catches her and litgs her. 
Fare. O murder, murder, ſhe has pull'd off both my Fars. 
Sr Rich. Madam, tor ſhame, remember your Sexand Quality. 
Lady. Remember your own fools head, ſhall you inſtruct me? 
| Enter Noddy. | 
Nondy. Madam, | rejoyce that your Ladyſhip 1s returnfd. 
Lady. Oh good and holy Man, how came my Family, iy my ab- 
ſence thus Debauch'd, Drunken, Profane and Superſtitious. 
Noddy When my Ears were firlt offended with theſe lewd Not-- - 
ſes, 1 came down grieved in Spirit, and rebuked them, command- 
ing them to ſurceaſe from theſe Superſtitious and Idolatrous Rites 
which they ſacrifice to that Idol,that begſtly Idol old Father Chriſt- 
24s ; and while my Spirit wasfull of Godly Chaſtiſement they did 
extinguiſh 'the Lights, ſurrounded and hemm d me in, and theſe 
Inſtruments of Sataz did buffet me even unto great anguiſh, and 
1 am'fore bruiſed in Body, | 
Lady lack, good man ' Oh ye Spawn of Belial, the Fry of the 
bottomleſs Pit, how now firrah, who are you in the bumble you 
Buzzard? [To Jobſon. [She rakes the Parſons Cane, and beats all the 


G "BA 4 E A , Company, Jobſon z ſtealing by. - | Fobſon, 
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© A Comical Transformation. s 
7obſon. T am an honeſt Pſalm-finging Cobler, Madam ; if you 
OP would go to Church, yon wou'd hear me above 'em all 

there. | 

Lady. I'll try thy Voice now. | She ſtrikes him o're the Pate, 

Jobſon. Nounz, what a Pox, what a Devil ails you ? 

[ady. O profane Wretch, wicked Varlet. 

Nod:y, Thou Son of the old Serpert, avaunt thou Frog of the 
Lake of Darkneſs. 

Jobſon. Avaunt thou Coxcombly Son of a Whore of the New 
Light. 

Noddy. Be gone, Avaunt, Be gone from within theſe Walls. 

[ They juſtle one another. 

7obſon, What, will you wreſtle a Fall with me 2 Come on. Take 
thatluſty Lug you Rogue of a Saint, with a pound of Ear on each 
ſide. [ Jobſon gives Noddy a Fall, and Ings him by the Ears, 

Lady. "Impudent Villain, has he not hurt the Good Man ? 

Noddy. Hehath very much diſordered my two Ears, and bruis'd 
me exceedingly. 

Sir Richard. You deſerve it for a meddling Coxcomb,go to your 
Book you ignorant Fop,and read,and rely more upon good Senſe, 


| and leſs upon your new Light. 


Lady. Oh wicked vile Wretch, was ever poor Lady ſo miſerable, 
ſo horridly miſerable in a Brute to her Husband as I am, I that am 
ſo Pious, ſo Good and Religious a Woman ? 


Noddy. She is an holy, a ſanCtified Veſſel truly. 
- [Jobſon peeps in and flngs. 


' Jobſon He that has the beſt Wife, 
Sings: She's the Burthen of, &c. 
And ſome ten times aday hoop her Barrel. 


Lady. O Rogue, Scoundrel, Villain. 
Sir Richard. Remember Modeſty. 

Lady. Are you gone, Sirrah ? I'll rout the reſt of yon : Þ11 ſpoil 
your ſ{queaking Treble. 

Y She lays about her, they all run, ſhe breaks the 
blind Fiddlers Fiddle «bout his head. 

Fiddler. O Murder, Murder | Iam a dark Man, which way ſhall 
I get hence? Oh Heaven ! She has broken my Fiddle, and undone 
me, my Wife and Children. 


Sir Richard, Here, poor Fellow, come this way,- take your Staff, 
_ there, 


Io | The Devil of a Wife : Or, © 
there, there's Money to buy two ſuch Fiddles 3 go, there's your 
way. 

Eddter Heaven preſerve your Worſhip, bleſs you ſweet 3/after, 
here's a Change indeed, little did I think to live to find ſuch Do— 
0gs at this Hall-place. 

Two Waſſalers come to the Door ſinging'a Waſſal Song. 

Lady. You are very Liberal, muſt my Eſtate maintain you in 
your Profuſeneſs ? 

Sir Richard. Goupto your Cloſet pray, and campole your mind, 

Lady, Oh wicked Fellow, to bid me pray. 

Sir Richard, A Man cannot be compleatly curs'd without a 
Wedding 3but there is ſuch a thing as ſeparate Maintenance, and a 
Joynter Houſe, which ſhe to morrow ſhall try, by the help of Hea- 
wen, I will no longer bear this Nuſance in my houſe. Here, where 
are my Servants, what muſt they be frighted from me ? within 
there, Chipp, come here and ſee who knocks there. 

[ A knocking at the Door . 

Lady. Within there, where are my Sluts, ye Drabs, ye Queans : 
Lights there. [_ Enter Boy with a Candle. 

| Piwo Maidsxome ſneaking in with Candles, 
Enter Butler again. 

Butler. Sir it is a Dodtor that lives ten mile off with his man, 
he practiſes Phyſick, and is an Aſtronomer and a Cunning man, 
your worſhip knows him, he can make Almanacks, and help men. 


to their Goods again. 
Enter Do#er and his Man. 


De&or. Sir I ant benighted, *tis ſo dark I cannot ſee my hand, 
cannot poſſibly reach home, and thereforeknowing the Bounty of 
your. Worſhips Hoſpitallity, I deſire the favour 10 be harbour'd 
under your Roof this night. 

Lady. Out of my houſe you lewd nts; ante you Witch , you 
Magician, 

Noddy. Avant thou inſtrument of Satay, | defi thee and all 
thy Works, thou wicked Sorcerer avant. 

Lady. If you ſtay in my houſe, you ſhall be worſe uted here, 
than your Predeceſſor Dr. Lamb was-in' the City. 

Do#. Here's aturn, here's a change, which if I have any Art 
ihe ſhall ſmart for. | 

Sir Richard, You fee Friend the Caſe is altered with me, IT am 
not Maſter of my Houſe, but e're to morrow this time T1! be Mo- 
aarch here - go-down the Lane friend, and about half a Quarter 
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of a mile off, you'l ſee a Coblers houie, ſtay there ſome little 
time, and TII fend my Man that ſhall condutt you to a Tenants 
houſe, who fhall take care of you. 

DoFor. Thanks good Sir, Im your humble Servant, but you 
Nozucon with your furious ſhe Diſciple there, ſhall have ſome proofs 
of my Magick Art this Night. [Ex. Dr. and his Mar. 

Sir Richard Come L ady you and I muſt have ſome Conference. 

T ady, YeslT will have a Conference and Reformation too in this 
houſe, or elle I 1] turn thee infide outwards. 

| Ex. Sir Richard and Lady. 

Noddy. My mind miſgives me, theſe V arletchave left ſome good 


| thing in the Bowl there 3 but hold, 1s it not a afſaling Superſtt- 


tious Spice Bowl, let me ſee, hah ! it 1 very comfortable and edi- 
fieth,there's a huge {land of Toaſt Nutmeg and Sugar, | will attack 


/ it, its chearing, I have a Paper with ſome Parmazan in my pocket, 
; which will eat very well with it, this is alſo a pleaſing Liquor, I 
; willdrink plentiſully ofit and eatToaſt exceedingly : ah my Spirits 


p 


; 
| 


| 


| 
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are cheared as 1t were, and are excited unto Joy and Gladnelſs. 
Exter Butler and Cook. 

' Cook, Oh that ſiweet-tooth'd Lickeriſh Hipocrite, who is always 

-:ting, and looks as if he had never eaten, 

Butler. His meat does himſelf no more good, than his Doftrine 
does others 3 ſtand cloſe, you'l ſee him devour that Punch-Toaſt, 
hel never be contented without allin the Bowl, 

Cook, Tt will diſguiſe htm moſt wickedly ; and make him as 
drunk as one of the Profane. 

Noddy. It doth begin to invade my upper Region, my Pericre 
| niumt dou {eem to be ſomewhat inclined unto Giddineſs, hah the 
Room appeareth to turn round, 

[ He hekops, belches and Jſneezas, and is drunk, 

PBut'er, He 1s overtaken. 

Cook *Tis a very ſeaſonable time, I'mjuſtgoing to knock to Sup- 


| per, and my Lady won't eat without his grace, 


Butler, Go quickly, he's in a fweet Pickle for a Grace of a quar- 


[ter of an hour long as he uſed to mike'em, 
| [ The Cook knocks up to Supper within, it goesn, 
Noddy. Where amT? am TI in the Buttery of my own Cloſet 3 
moſt excellent Spice I'll promiſe you. 
Enter Jane, 
Jane. Where are you Mr. Noddy ? Supper is on the Table, and 
my Lady ſtays for Fu Grace, 
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wa © The Devil ofaWiſe:Or, | 


Nodady, Ts it Supper time ſay you, now I think of it I begin to 
be hungry. | 

Butler. Pray Sir make haſte, my Lady ſtays for you ? 

Noddy. What is the matter with me ? I thinkmy Feetare aſleep, 
I cannotuſe them, my Eyes are ſomewhat dim too, which is the 
way ? 7 

Putter. Ay the Rogue hears my Maſter intends to turn over a 
newW Leaf, and he has a mind to wind about, þut this ſhan't ſerve 
his turn, he'sa Fanatick Rogue ſtill, | 

[ Noddy ſtaggers, they lead him out. [ Ex. omnes. 
Scene the Coblers Houſe, Nell, the Dr. and his Man. 

Nell. Pray Sir mend your Draught if you pleaſe, you are very 
welcom Sir. | | 

Do#. Thank you heartily good woman, come T'll give you 
ſome requital, I'll tell you your fortune. - .. 
. Nell. Oh | Pray do Sir, I never had my Fortune told ne in my 
Life, kg ny 

Do&8. Let me behold the Lines of your Face ? 


Nell. Im afraid 'tis none of the cleaneſt Sir, 1 have been about | 


dirty work Sir all this day. 


Ds@#. Come, 'tisa good Face, be not aſham'd of it 3 you ſhall | 


ſhew 1t mm greater places ſuddenly. 

Nell. Oh dear, 1 Sir ? I ſhall be aſham'd mightily, I want Da- 
city when I come before great Folks. | 

DoF. You muſt-be confident I charge you, and fear nothing, 
thereis much happineſs attends you. 

Nel. Oh me, this is arare man Heaven be thanked, 

DoF. To morrow before Sun Riſe you ſhall be the happieſt Wo-. 
man in this County. 

Nel. How, by to morrow? Alack a day, how can this be ? 

DeF. No more ſhall you be troubled with a Surly Husband that 
fhall rail, call you names and ftrap you. 

Nel. Lord how came he to know that ? he has a Familiar : in- 
deed my Husband is ſomewhat rugged, and in his Cups will beat 


me, but it isnot much, Hes. an honeſt painful man and 1 let him 


have his way, pray Sir take the other Cup of 3le. 
DoF, Thank you, to morrow you (hall be the richeſt Woman 
in the Rundred, and ride in your own Coach. 
Ne/..O Father now you jeer me. 
Doct. By Heavez | do. not, but mark my words, be confident 
and bear all out, or worſe will follow. # 
. atcy 


1 Commcat 1Tans formation: 
Erter Jobfon. | 
Jobſon. Where is this 2vear: here Ne#, what a-Pox are you 
drunk with your Lambs-wooll. | 
Nell. Oh Husband ! here's the rareſt man, he has told me my 
Fortune. 
Jobſon, Pox on you, and has plainted my Fortune too, a luſty 
pair of horns upon-my head , has he ? 
DoF. Thy Wife's a vertuous Woman, and thoul't be happy. 
Jobſon, Come out, ye hang Dogs, ye Jugglers, ye cheating Vil- 
lains 3 muſt I be Cuckolded by ſuch Rogues as you are, Mackma- 
ticians, and Almanack-makers. g 
Nel. Prithee peace Husband, we ſhall be rich, and have a Coach 
of our own, ; 
Jobſon. A Coach! a Cart, a Wheei-Barrow you Jade, by the 
mackin She's drunk, bloody drunk, get youto bed you Strumpet. 
He beats her. 
Nell. Oh mercy on us, is this a taſte of my good Fortune > 
Do. You had better not have touch'd her you ſurly Rogue. 
Jobſ. Out of my houſe you Rogues, or Vl ran my Nall up to 
the handle in your Buttocks. | ; 
Do8. Farewel you Paltry Slave. 
Jobſon .Get you out you Rogues. 
[ Sceme changes to the open Conntry, 
[ She ſhuts the door and £g0es 192, 
Da#. What ? Hoh my Spirits, Nadir and A4biſhog, hoh > 


Enter Nadir and Abiſhog flying dowry. 
_ | \Kere, we're here. 
Do@or. Preſto, all my Charms attend : 
E're this night ſhall have an end, 
* Tou ſhall this Cobler's Wife transform : 
And to the Knight' the like perfor uz 
This bed the Coblers Wife Dll charm 
The K night's into t he Cobler s Arm > 
Let the Deluſion be ſo ftrong, 
That none ſhall know the right from wrong. 
The Non*con Parſon ſo afright, 
That he may ever Rue this Night 5 
Scare him from his little Vis. 
And his B po oritich Fits, 
. | Pe: Nag! 
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Nadir. = this, this Night we will perform, 
Abiſhog. i a Whirl wind, in a Storm. 
Iz Lightning aud in Thunder. 
DoFor,. | Fly, 
And muſter all the Clouds 3th' Sky 3, 
Attend me till the Dawn of Day, 
And then you may go ſport and play. 


Hold, here comes Sir Richard's Man: hell guide ns to our 


Lodging, let us meet him 5 ro Hor! [Ext Omnes, 
Scene Sir Richards Houſe, i. Dining Room, Sir 
Richard, Mr. Rowland  Longmore, 

Sir: Richard. Well my de.r Fiic'''- +30 you have found my 
Houſe in ſome diſorder, I canni +. ..z>yce to ſee yon, the ſight 


of Friends will lighten great affitctiv.:s | 

Fowl. Some years have paſt ſince we have been merry together. 

Long. We have not met theſe 5 years : Marriage, Travel, Buſj- 
neſs, and your Retirement, Sir Richard have thusleparated ns, 

Sir Rich, Us that for ſeveral years, of pleaſant Frolique Youth 
were nere a{under. | h 

Rowl. I callmethinks a pleaſant Seaſon back, here's a brimmer 
to our old Acquaintance. 

Sir Rich, About with it. 

Long But now *tis late, we keep you out of Bed from your 
new Wite. | 


Sir Rich, A Wite | Oh Friends take warning, marry not, 1 ſay, | 


do not marry. | 

Rowl Why ? you havea handſome Lady and a rich one. 

£:r Rich. Oh Gentlemen, I would be glad to have the Witch of 
Exdor, were ſhe alive inſtead of her, I am link'd to an Amaxoni- 
an Devil, ſuch a ThaleFris, ſuch a perpetual Fixen, and a ſhrew, 
ſuch a Tongue, that 'twould be a. bleſſing to be lodged in London, 
with a Silver-ſmith under me, a Brazijer over head, a Trunk. maker 
and a Pewterer on either fide of me, and all of *em induſtrious 
Rogues to boot 3; a bleſſing'!-ſay in Compariſon of her continual 
Clamour, all thoſe Noiſes in con'ort are ſoft and gentle harmony 
to her own ſingle Voice. . | 

Loug Methought ſhe looked ſomewhat proudly, her Counte- 
nance between Scorn and Anger. | 

$ir Rich She wiſh'd crooked Pinsin every bit' of meet you eat, 
and poyſon in every Glaſs of Wine you {wallowed, 

Romwl, 
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Rowt. Say you ſo, 'tis time for us to leave-you then; 

Sir Rich. No fear not. this Night is the laſt of her ſhort Reign, 
I have ſent for her Father to dine with me to morrow, and after 
dinner | will pack her away with her ſepara te : Maintenance, anc 
then we'll ſpend the Chriſizzas in Freedom; Mirth and Jollity, and 
I am overjoyed you are here ro be Witnefizs to my Proceed- 
iNgs- 

Enter Jane, 

Jane. Sir, my Lady commanded me to tell you, ſhel rout yer 
and your awd Companions, 1: you come not away pretently, ; 
hope youl pardon me. Exit Jane; 

Sir Rich, Tell her I come, I am ſent for. But here's the othes 
Brimmer to my Deliverance, 

Long. Away with it, 

Sir Richard, Tlay my whole misfortune now before you, I have 
not only married an Indefatigable Scold, but a Phanatick into 
bargain ; nay I have married her Chaplain too, who was, I take it, 
a Weaver, and ordain'd himſelf by vertue of outward Gy race, and 
inward Knavery ; have acare I warn you of a Bizot or Zealous 
woman, tor be ſhe never ſo wicked, ſne will be always {o fall 
ſpiritual Pride, She'll think you a Limb of Satay. 

Row!l, "Tis a juſt obſervation. 

Long. And for a Chaplain, 1 would as ſoon have a Rufian tn my 
Houſe, for he muſt Govern or the Wife will Rage. 

Sir Rich. Right : Then, my Friends, 1 conjure ye have a care 
of ſeparate maintenance ; a damn'd invention to make Whores and 
curſed Wives as bad, 1 won'd not marry the Queen of9cba were 
ſhe alive upon thoſe Condit ons. 

Rowl, All this aaily Experience tells us, 

Sir Rich, A Curſe of an Owl that muit try and would not trul: 
Experience 3 but at his own coſt : another Pointis, for I am bound 
in -Charity to warn you, have a care of an 1ll born or 1iil bred 
Woman, there isasmuch in the Stzain, as ta Horſes or Dogs, we- 
all take after our kind, 

Long, You are in the Right of it, I have not heard a-better 
Preaching, 

Sir Rich. And for breeding, though almoit all Women are - 
Fools, yet thoſe that are well !i bred, by the help of that will behave 
themſelves with ſome Diſcretion and Good manners at _— and 
now in whata Caſe ar I that am under all theſe Curſes which I 


warn'you from? how irkſome muſt it be to me, wh with my 
| firſt. 


3s 7M The | Devil of a Fife: Or, 
firſt dear Wife, that Saint in Heaver, had all the hapyineſs that 
man on Earth was capable of ? 

Rowl. *Tis hard, but like to be as ſhort, 

Sir Richard, One more to the memory of my former Wife, a 
Brimmer to help to drown my ſorrow for this. 
Tong. Let it go round : we knew her. , 
Rowl. She deſerved all honour, | 
Enter Lady, | 
Lady. Now ſname upon. you and your filthy Companions, T1! 
make your Glaſſes and your Bottles fly ; and that lewd Miniſter of 
your Debanchery, your Butler, Tl rout him, for not bringing me 
theKey of the Cellar, & Raſcal; [Sir Rich: Whiſtles. 'Enter Servants: 

Rowl. Your Pardon, we are going. 

Lacy, Going ? Yes, to makeone another drunk, and fot all tne 
about it; Ye may be aſhamed ye Beaſts,, why do I call you Beaſts 
Beaſts ſcorn to be drunk like. YOU. 

Sir Richard. This Gentlemen is my fiwveet Lady. 

7 ady. Gentlemen ! Your fellow Sots, your guzling Drunkards, 
get yet to bed ye Spunges: - 
Sir Richard. Light the Gentlemen 3 your Fires are re ready : you 
ſee 1 am under Correction ſweet Princeſs. 


If you in one, would ſum up every Curſe, 
Take ſuch a Spouſe for better and for worſe. 


Sh dh tb mt 
— Ft em 


AC T the Second. 
Butler, Cook, Serving-Man diſguis'd. 


Butler. Aw E have had a hard Tug to give theſe Gentlemens 
men their Bellies full. 
Cook But at laſt we have ſous'd «em quickly up to 
ſome Tune, 
Serv. Man. Iam bouzy and right for miſchief ; let's execute our 
defign upon Nor»:on. 
Butler. Have at. him are your Jack chains and humming Tops 
ready ? 
Serv. Man: They are, I have 'em here, he muſt be drunk with a 
Pox tohim, and could not fay Grace. Butler. 


.. > 


A Comical: Transformation. 

But, A curſe on him, he ſtaggered agamſt my. Side-Table, -and 
brake twenty ſhillings worth of Flint Giafles And though we all 
depoſed againft his Drunkenneſs, our pious Lady called us per- 
jur'd Rogues, and ſaid he had eaten ſomething that did not agree 
with him. 

Serv. Man, And when wecould not get himto himſelf, my La- 
dy ſaid it was an Apoplexy. 

- Cook, Ay, and made me heat a Frying-pan red hot, to hold 0- 
ver his Pate; from which ſhe had made the hai: be ſhav'd off, 

Serv. Man, Nay, ſhe has imploy'd all her skill in Phyſicupon bim: 
ſhe has laid a huge Cauſtick plaiſter between his Neck and Shonl- 
ders to raiſe bliſters, which will make him roar before morning. 

. Co0k. «His head s all raw with the fingeing, if he had not begun 
to roar, I believe ſhe would havecarbonado'd him, for his .4pox 
p!:7Fice Drunkennelſs, 

But, What ſport it will be when he wakes ! he'll wonder what . 
the Devil they have done to him, he'll be plaguy ſore. | 

Co0%. Now he has almoſt flept out his firſt ſleep, he'll wake half 
ſober, devilliſh ſick, and in pain, and twill bea fittime to begin 
our perſecution upon him. | 

Kut, | amafraid we ſhall make him diſtracted with the fright. 

Cook if wemakehim mad he may get ſome wit by the bargain, 
he's now ſo dull a Rogue that any alteration would be for the beſt. 

Fut Come put on the ſhapes? 

Serv. Man. Here, the Dogs will fit me, John Cook, ſhall be the 
Bear, and you ſhall repreſept great Belzebub himſelf. 

But. Agreed, hang on your Chains, liſt how the Rogue ſnorts 
like a Sackbutr, let's withdraw into our Tyring Room, and then 
enter. | 
The Scene opens and diſcovers Noddy in bed, and they Enter. 

Noddy. Mr Chip, why -Butler Chip, I ſay ſome ſmall Beer, give me 
an Ocean of finall Beer, I will {wim in ſmall Beer. 

But. He's between fleeping and waking, now to your work. 

Nod. Mercy on me where have I been? I am all on fire, and 
my head all burnt, is the Bed or the Room on fire? fire, fire, fire, 
hah Heaven what noiſe is that ! hah it is Safraz verily, what Friends 
are thoſe in Chains 2 Oh Faith, Faith | where | 
artthou? [am frail, frail, even as one of the They ſet the hum- 
wicked. Oh! mercy, mercy, how Idiſlolve, ming Tops a going 
who are ye, in the name of Heaven? ſpeak, w2hezr rattle their 


what will they do? will they fetch me from Chains, 
| | D | hence 2 
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hence? Oh Sataz | ſweet Satan,” dear Satan, ſpare me, thon mi- 
ſtakeſt me, tempt me nor, Iam not Righteous, I ant wicked, yea 
even asone of the Profane, Iam an Hypo- 
crite truly, a zealous Hypocrite verily : Oh They pull all the 
ſpare me, oh! oh! ſweet Satay,. dear Satan Cloths off the Bed, 
ſpare me. [ He bolds em with all his ſtrength and roar:, 
” [ They ceaſe a while, ] 
+ Butl, This is enough inthe dark, now let him behold ye? 
Noady. Oh, oh, I conceive there is a Light now 
in the Room,let me ſee if I dare open my* Eyes: He brings in a 
Oh Heaven what Ferd is this comes to me? it is Light. 
like a Dog, oh! oh! I conjure thee, Fiend! ſay The Serving 
what thou art 3 in the Name of Heaven if thou Mar irhis Dogs 
beeſt a Dog ſpeak, oh, oh, what's herea Bear > ſhape creeps to 
avaunt, avaunt, O good Satan Torbear, oh what's the bed. 
here the Chief Devil! I dare not ſee any more, | 
oh ſweet Belzebub, ſpare me, mercy good Satar. 
C The Cook Lay down on the Bed like a Bear, Noddy roars 
) yet louder, and ſhrinks under the Cloths and ſpeaks. 
Butler: Art thou a true ſear'd Hypocrite ? | 
- Noddy: Yea I am, | am, | 
Butler. Falſely zealous, and truly feditious ? 
Noddy. Oh, oh, 1,-1 amsir 
Butler. Moſt immoderately given to thy Gnt ? 
Noddy. Yes, yes, my great delight is in Creature comforts. 
Butler, The chief motive to thy Zeal, thoſe Creature comforts, 
thou get'ſt by thy Hypocriſee ? | 
Noddy, Oh, oh, yes verily. | | 
Butler, By this thou. haſt committed Carnality with Elders 
Wives and Daughters, and haſt been much givento Concupiſcence. 
Noddy, *Fis true, moit exceedingly, | 
Butler. You-uſe not Copulation with the wicked, for fear of 
Scandal ? | 
Noddy. No, I engender only with the Righteous : Good Sir, 
have done, 1 am halt diflolv'd. 
Butler. By this thou get'ſt thy felf made Execntor and Truſtee, 
Noddy. Oh yes, it is the Chief end of my: Profeſſion to prey on 
Orphans. . | | 
Butler, Oh Rogue ! ha what a dreadful Thunder Clap was that. 
- : | [It Thunders and Lightens. 
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Serv, Mai. What a ſtorm is this ariſing 2. 
[ Serv. and Cook come from the Bed, 
Cook, Gods body what a Clap was there - it ſhook the Houſe, 
Serv. Man, Come let us be gone, we have tormented him e- 
nough. | 
Cook. No, no, this will help us better to affriglt him. 
Butler The Rogne ſhall no longer rail at auricular Corfe/7o:n 
who has confeſled as he thinks to the Devil. | 
Nadir riſes with a great Thunder Clap and Hppear- 
) eth tothem. | 
Noddy, Oh ! I am almoſt dead, ſure the Fiends are gone, and 
have carried this end of the Building with them at that laſt Clap. 
[ He is preparing ſome Toads on a Plate. 
B.tler. Come, come, to'ther bout. | | 
Nadir Ah come, come. : | [ Nadir Rz/es, 
Cook. Hah Tom | whit's this ? we arefour now. : 
Serv. Man. Why Ned ? we were but three, ha ! one, two, three, 
four. - 
Butler. Ha John + what's the meaning of this 2 who is this 2 
Cook, Nay, what a Pox know 1? I amſure we were but three, 
we are increaſed one in Number. : 
Ser, Foh, what a ſtinkof Brimſtone's here. | 
\ The Spirit is placing a Toad upon a Plate, the Spi- 
\ rit goes to Noddy, he eats a Toad, and on his Fork 
preſents Noddy with another. 
Butler. Let me ſee, what is he a doing ? 
Noddy, There is ſilence, now let me peep out. Oh Heaven ! 
Nadir, Here Parſon eat this Toad, here will you eat this Toad > 
Butler. Oh Heaven what's this! my Hair beginsto ſtandson End: 
Nadir. Eat this Toad I fay. 
Noddy. Oh, no good Satan, | hatea Toad, it is too like Fiſh, 
and I coud never. endure Fiſh becauſe the Papiſts eat io much. 
Nadir. Who will eat a Toad? 
Nadir turns him to the Company, Fire flaſhes 


>} about him, 
Butler. 
Cook. Oh the devil, the devil, oh, oh, 
Serv, Man, 


They run roaring out, and Noddy voars, the 
} Ocere ſhuts upon the Bed, 
Cook, Butler, Serv, Man Re-enter, ; 
D 2 Butker. 
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Butler. Help, help. SO 

Cook The Devil, the Devil, - | 

Serv. Man. If ever | fright any Body again,” may I ſuffer- the 
Strapad. 
Exter Sir Richard with a Candle, and hjs Sword drawn. 

Sir Rich. What noiſes are theſe ? hereare Thieves in my Houſe's 
what,ho where are my Servants ? 

*Butler. Here Sir, weare got up, there have been moſt horrible 
diſturbances in the Parſons Chamber, he roars like a furions Bull 
with the. Dogs abouthim, liſten. 

Noddy. The Devil, the Devil: murder, help, help. 

Sir Rich. Hang him, the Rogue's drunk till, 15 it he that has 
diſturbed the houſe ? 

Noddy comes running in roaring with a Blanket about him. 

Noddy: Oh: the Devil, the Devil, avoid thou Tempter. 

Enter haſtily Rowland «1d Longmore, with their 
Swords drawn. with a Light. 
Rowl, What's the matter here ? | 
Long. Oh Sir Richard, wehave been ſo diſturbed with Noiſes, 


we thought ſome Rogues had got into your houle, and were com-, 


mitting a Robbery. 

Sir Rich. It's nothing but a drunken Zealot, that has been trou- 
bleſome in his Cups, and he has diſturb'd the houſe. 

Noddy. Drank ! I defy thee and thy works. 

Long. Ha, what Apparition is that ? 

Butl. Apparition, where where 2? 

Sir Rich, I (hall foon make your Apparition vaniſh. 

Noddy. I have ſeen a Viſion this Night. 

Sir Rich What of Malt and -Hops, Punch and Siratiburs Bran- 
dy, or a Fools head in a Looking glaſs? take him and lock him into 
his Chamber. 

Noddy. Oh for Heavens ſake ! tis haunted with Devils, I have 


been tormented all Night : They have laid a Plaiſter of melted 


Brimſtone upon my Shoulders, and finged my head with ſutphu- 
rous Flames, Oh the Devi], the Devil 
[1 hey hurry him off, and lock hint up, 
Sir Rich. You ſhall diſturb the kouſe no more to Night : Gen- 
tlemen, Iam ſorry that this Fanatick Preacher ſhoul4 diſturb you, 
he was drunk laſt night and fancies he's haunted with Devils, he's 
nothing but frighred with the Thunder and Lightning, at this time 
of the Winter. 
Row!. 
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Row!. Which Hs been.the ſtrangeſt T ever heard, Ithought the. 


 houfe had faflen down, ep at leaſt parr of it. 


Long, Such Thunder in this Winter Seaſon is prodigious, me- 


- thinks it ſhould fright the Women out of their wits. 


Sir Ric', I could not wakemy ſweet Lady, ſhe Jay as if ſhe were 
dead, T beheve 1t 1s her property to be ſilent in a torm, and ever 
tempeſtnous in a Calm. 

Sir Rich. See what's a Clock by the Pendulum. h 

| FL X, 0erw, dud re-enter; 

Sev. Tis within leſs than haiFan-hour of {ye . 

Royw!. 'Tis almoſt time to think of hunting ; you told ns we 
ſhould ſee your Harriers run. | 

Sir Rich, Let's to your Chambers and reſt an hour or two ; we 
have Game jult by. | 

Long. With all our hearts. 

- Sir Rich. Bid the Grooms be ready ; Butler, do you callus ; and 
Cook be ready with a Breakfaſt, come Gentlemen our way is the 
ſame. | Ex. 07ers. 

Enter Nadir and Abiſhog. 
Nadir. Wet} met, "tis time we now te gone, 
Already all our Workzs done ; 
The Transformation's wrought ſo ſure, 
The Do@Gors time it ſhall endure, 
The Lady s in the Coblers Hut, 
The Coblers Wife toth' Knight is put ; 
And we defie the ſharpeſt Sight, 
E re to diſtinguiſh which is Right, 
: (They fenk, down. 
Scene the Coblers Houſe, Jobſon in his Stall, his Bed in ſight. 

Jobſ. What has the Devil been abroad to Night ? 1 never heard 
{ach Thunder-Claps and ſuch a Storm, I thought my little houſe 
would have flown away. But now all is clear, and tis a fine Star- 
light Morning. Come {ll to work: Winters Thunder is Summers 
wonder. | 

In Bath a wanton Vife did dwell, 
As Chaucer he did write > 
Who wantonly did ſpend her Days 
In many a fond Delight. 
QOpon a time ſore fick ſhe was 5 
And at the length did dye : 
Her Soul at laſt at Heaven Gate ' 
Did knock moſt mightily. _ ew 
| | | Thew- 


22 _ The DevidofaWife: Or, + © 
ul Then down came Adam to there _- 
Who knocketh there quoth he 
T am the Wife of Bath ſhe ſaid 
Who fain would come to thee. 
Thou art a Sinner Adam ſaid ; 
And here no place carſt have : 
Alack for you good Sir ſhe ſaid, 
Go Gipp you doating Knave, 


Lady. How now ? what impudent Ballad-finging Rogue's that, 
__ dare awake me out of my fleep ? Tl have thee flea'd, thou 
Raſcal, 
Jovſ. Why ? what a Pox, does this Jade talk in her ſleep, or ' 
is ſhe drunk till. He ſings on. 
I will come Inn ſpight ſhe ſaid, © 
Of all ſuch Charls as thee ; 
Thou art the _ all our Pain, 
Our Woe and Miſery. x 
Thou firſt brokeſt the Commandments, 
Iz pleaſure of thy Wife, - 
When Adam hear d her tell this Tale, 
He ran away for life. 


Lady. Why, Villain, Raſcal, Screech Owl 3 a worſe Noiſe thana 
Dog hung in the Pales, or a Hog in a great Wind. Here, where 
aremy Servants? come and hamſtring the Rogue, + [ She knocks. 

Jobſ. Why, how now you ſawcy Jade, you confounded Quean, 
Fou muſt be drunk with Conjurers, you ſhall have money for 
Lambs-wool, you whoreſon Drab. | 

Lady. Death ! what Dog 1s this, where is my Bell ? F can't find 
it to ring, where's my Servants? Ill toſs the Dog in a Blanket. 

Fobſ. Sheis alleep ſare, and all this is 2 Dream ;' the Conjurer 
told her ſhe ſhould keep a Coach, and ſhe is dreaming of her E- 
quipage, ha, ha. _ [He ſongs on. 

Lady. Why Husband, Sir Richard do you hear this Inſolence ? 

Jobſ. Husband, Sir Richard, what a Pox has ſhe Knighted me 2? 
my Name is Zeke! too, heres a jeſt indeed, | 

Lady, Hah he's gone, he's not ith' Bed, Oh Heaven! wheream - 
I? foh, what favour is this in my Noſtrils, here are ſtinking Lea- 
ther Breeches and a Lether Apron, here are Canvas Sheets and fil- 
thy ragged Curtans, a beaſtly Rug and a Flock-bed + am | awake? 

or 
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or is all this a Dream ? what Rogue is that ? Sirrah'? where-am-I > 
who brought me hither? Rogue ! what Raſcal are you ? | 

Jobſon. This is moſt amazing, I never heard ſuch words from 
her, ſo God fave me, if I take my Strap, Ill make you know your 
Husband, and teach you alittic better manners, you ſawcy Drabt.. 
Lady. Oh aſtoniſhing impudence ! you my Husband ! [ll have 
you hang d ycu Rogue, I am a Lady firrah, let me know who gave 
me a ſleeping Potion, and conveyed me hither. 

Jobſon. A ſleeping Potion, a Pox on you, you drunken Jade, 
you had a ſleeping Potion, has not.yonr Lambs-wool done work- 

ig yet ? 

* & Lady. Where am | ? where has my damn d villanous Husband: 
put me? why, Fane, Lettis, where are my Queans ? 

Jobſon. Ha, ha, ha, what does ſhe call her Maids ! the Conjurers- 
have not only made her drunk, but mad too. | 

Lady. He talks of Conjurers, ſure I am bewitcht, ha, what 
Cloaths are here ? here's a Linſey woolſey Gown, a Callicoe Hood.. 
| and a Red Bays Petticoat, and Shoes with Hobnails, I'm removed 
out of my own Houſe by - Witchcraft, what ſhall I do, or what: 
will become of me ? 

Job. Hark the Hunters and the merry Horns abread, why Nell, 
you lazy Jade !'tis Break of day, come to work, come, come and 
ſpin you Drab, or [ll ſwinge your lazy Hide for you ? Pox on 
you, muſt I be working two hours before you in a morning ? 

Lady, Why Sirrah you impudent Villain, do you know me > 

Jobſ. Know you, yes, and will make you know me before L 
have done with you, 

Lady. 1am Sir Richard Lovemore's Lady, how came I here? 

Fobſe Sir Richard Lovemore's Lady, no not ſo bad yet, ſhe's a 
damn'd ſtingy Phanatick Whore, and plaguesevery one that comes 
near her, the whole Country curſes her. 

- [She flings the Bed-ſtaffs and lumber at his Head. 

Lady. Nay then Ill hold no longer, you Rogue, you inſolent 
Villain have at you, | 

Fobſ. This is more than e're I ſaw by her, ſhe's mad ſure, I ne- 
ver had anill word from her before, come Strap I'll try your met- 
tle; T1 fetch you out of your drunken Fits you Maukin, come 
come on Huſwife: {He ſtraps her, ſhe flys at bis Throat, they fights 

Lady: Oh murder, murder, 111 pull your Throat out, Ill tear 
your Eyes out, I'm a Lady Sirrab, Sir Richard Lovemore will hang 
you for this, . [ They fight and ſhe. crys out: 

0 "Emteſ 
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Enter Countryman. 
Connrynan. Why Neighbour Fobſor, what is the matter ? I was 
rout to fodder my Cattle, aud heard murder cry'd here, 

Lady. Oh fellow, do you know Sir Richard -Lovemore ? 

Countrzman, Ay marry do I wellenough, he's my Lanclord, he's 
as honeſt a Gentleman as 2ny 1sin forty mile of his head. 

Job. Prithee Neighborr don't mind her, {he was drunK yelter- 
day with Conjirers, ſhe's mad ſtill, and I cant get her up to her 
Spinning work, 

I ady. Oh heip me, I'm Sir Richard Lovemore's Lady, convey'd 
hither I know tot how, to be turmented and lamed by this out- 
ragious Villain. * 

Job. Did not I tell you ſhe was mad, come out you Jade, I'll 
fetch you to your Spindle. 

Country, Hotd you Neighbour, this is a pretty Whirlegig ? I 
know my Lady right well,and Goody Jobſop too, ah Goody Jobſor 
I'm ſorry to ſee this, you are mad indee:!: my Lady Quo ſhe 

He takes the Candle and looks on her, 

Job. What a pox do you think I don't know my own Wite 2 
that mole under her leit Eye. 

Country, ALady? no neighbour Jobſon, thou art ten times a 
better a woman, no diſpraiſe toher, ſhe's the hearteats Jade Wat 
ever came ith Pariſh, the whole Conntry curſes her. 

Lady. Oh hehas bruiſed me, and lamed me, and I am almoſt 
dead with the ſtench of this fil: hy place, either I am remov'd by 
Enchantment, or they have giyen me Opium, and in a dead fleep 
they have brought me hither, are you inearneſt ? Look on me, do 
you not know my Lady Lovemore ?11l give you a hundred pound 
and carry me home. [ They both laugh. 

Job. Why you mad Beaſt, you my Lady Lovemore? A pox on 
her, I know her well enough, ſhe gave me three or four damn'd 
blows of the Pate laſt night, in her own houſe. 

Lady. I did ſo, I remember you now, I did give-you thoſe 
blows of the Pate, in my houſe lait night. Jobſon feps ont. 

Conntrym. Why Goody Jobſon, why do you think T am blind > 1 


do not know my Lady ? a plaguy Quean, why all the Country 


rings on her, She falls upon the Country fellow, and beats þim 
out of Doors, he runs out oy help, help. 
Lady Thisis a Conſpiracy of Rogues. 
Country. Help, help, it ſhe be not my Lady, ſhe has learnt of 
my Lady. Ex. Countrym., 
Lady, 
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Lady. Tsthis the Rogue my Husbands revenge upon me ? here's 
Cloths, here's filthy Rags ;- oh foh ! oh miſerable Woman ! I ſhall 
be delivered and make 'em rue for it, | | 

Enter Jobſon with a Rock and Spindle. 

70bſ Come, come you Quean, Ill make you leave your fooling, 
come to your Spindle, or elſe PII Jam your Ride, you were ne're 
lam ſo ſince -yon were an inch long. Take it up, you Jade. 

[Ike flings it down; he ſtraps her. 

Lady. Hold hold, what ſhallT do? Ican't Spin 

Jobſ. Qh ! I thought I ſhould bring you to your ſelf to work. 
T1] unto my Stall.” tis broad day mbw, why why, you awkard Jade. 
| think her Brains are turnd, ſhe has forgot to ſpin. 

| [He frngs and ſtitches: 
Lady. I know this place, Ill try my Feet I run into the 
Town, ſome body will ſecure me there ſure, 
| " [ She runs out, he follows ber, 
Job/. What does the Jade run for't ? [1] after her, 
Lhe Scene changes to Sir Richard Lovemore's Houſe, 
The Bed Chamber, Nell Jobſon 7x Bed. 

Nell. What Heavenly dreams I have had this Night? methought 
TI was in Paradice, upon a Bed of Roſes, and of Violets, and the 
ſweeteſt Husband by my fide ; ſore it. was a dream, Ha ! where 
am | now? bleſs us | what ſweetsgre theſe about me?no Gardenin 
the Spring can equal thew, nor buds of Roſes with the Dew upon 
them, am I upon a Bed ? the Sheets are Scarcenet ſure ; no Lin- 
nen ever was (o fine, what a gay filken Robe have I gotten 2 Oh 
Heaven [ dream ! I dream ! nothing butPoint and Lace, and Gold,s 
and Fringe. Oh let me never awake ! nothing but Gold, fine Work 
and Carving - oh Father what a Gla's is there! there's a ſumptu- 
ous Carpet upon the Table and filver Plate, ſure I dy'd to night 
in my ſleep, and am gone to Heaven, and this is it ! 

| Enter Jane; 

Jane: Now nuiſt I go to be called Whore or Jade, and fifty os 
ther Names, I muſt wake an alarm that will not lye ſtill till Mid- 
night at the ſooneſt, Madam, Madam, | 

[ She goes ſneaking towards the Bed: 

Ne1l: Lord whois this, what ſfayſt thou Sweet heart. 

Jane. Sweet heart, O Lord, Sweet heart : the beft namesT have 
had theſe twelve manths from her, have been Whore or Jade - 
Madam, what Gown and what Ruffies will your Ladiſhip pleaſe 
to wear to day ? > 

E NeT. 
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"Nell pay Lord, what Fg ſhe mean? Ladiſhip, Gown and Ruf- 
fles, fure I am awake now, I remember the Cunning man !: 

Jouy Say you Madam? 

ell, The ſame I did yeſterday Child. 
Jane Mercy upon me ! Child ! here's a Miracle ! 
Enter Maid ſneaking. 

Maid. 1s my Lady awake, and have you had erea ſlipper'or a 
ſhoe flung at your head yet ? 

Jaxe. Oh no [ am overjoy'd, ſhe is in the kindeſt, hamour, no- 
thing but Love and Sweetneſs, go to the Bed and ſpeak to' her 
now, now is your time. 

Maiz. You laugh at me, now: is your time fays ſhe, what to 
have an Eye beaten out or another Tooth > Madam, [ Softly. 

Nell, What ſayſt thou Girl? Father, what would ſhe have ? 

Maid. What work will four Ladyſhip have me do to day ? 
ſhall 1 work Plain-work, or go'on my Parchment > 

Nell, Work fay'ſt thou, why ? 'tis holiday Child, No work to 
day. 


Jont- Did not 1 tell you ? 
aid. Here's a bleſt Change ! 
Faxe. If it continues we are all made, we ſhall be a "10 Fa- 
mily. .. 
Nell. Who's that ? 
Enter Footboy with -Billets. 


Footboy. Now fhall I be condemned to the Dog-whipinſtead Ga a 
breakfaſt. 


Fane. Some Billets for your Ladyſhips fire ?- 
Nel. That's a good boy. 
Faotbog, O Lord, O Lord, is that my Lady ?' 


Ac runs out jumping. 
Fane. Go Sir, ſhe's in arare humour, 


Nell. Prithee Sweet-heart give me my things, Il rife, I can't 
abide to lye in Bed. 


Fane. Have I my ſences or not, Good lack ? 
Nell. This Cunning man is a rare Man : he faid I muſt bear it 
out, ['m amazed ? ] know not what to do. 
Jane gives her arich Morning Gown. 
7 ene, Here's your Ladiſhips Morning Gown. 
Nel, Where are my Eyes, they are dazzled; 3 this is a Robe = 
or 


Maid. Oh mercy, am l or ſhe awake! of do we both dream ? 


A Comical Transformation. 27 
for an Angel to wear. Bleſs me, I ſhall not know my ſelf. (A/;de.) 
; | ; [ She riſes from her Bed. 

Maid. Your Ladiſhips Chocolate's ready. 

Nel. Mercy .on me, what's that 2? 'tis ſome Garment ſure, well 
put it on then Sweet heart, | 

Maid. Put it on Madam, Ihave taken it off, *tis ready to drink. 

Nel. Drink ſays ſhe, I mean, putit by, I'don't care for drinking, 

| Enter Footboy and Cook, 

Cook. Now go I like a Bear to the Stake to know what her 
Scurvy Ladiſhip will have for Breakfaſt, how many Raiſcally 
names ſhall I be called. Ls | 

Footboy. You are miſtaken, there never was ſuch a change, ſhe's 
notiting but Goodneſs, youll be over-joy'd to hear her, 

Cook. You Arch Dog ! Ill lug you by the Ears, Sirrah, if you 
play the Rogue with me. | [ Ex, Footboy. 

Maid. Oh ! John Cook! you'll be out of your Wits to ſee this 
change, oh, ſhe's the ſweeteſt Lady. EC 

Cook, What the Devil are they all mad : 

Jane. Madam, here's the Cook come to know what your Ladi- 
ſhjp will pleaſeto have for Breakfaſt. 

Nell. Oh Lord there's a fine Cook - He looks like one of your 
Gentlefolks. (Aſide) 1 am very hungry indeed, honeſt Man, 
pray get me a Raſher upon the Coals and a piece of one Milk 
Cheeſe, and ſome White bread- | | 

Fane. Here's Hunulity, what a Converſion's here ? 

Cook. Hey what's to do here ! what the Devil's the matter ! my 
Head turns round - where am1 ? honeſt Man ! I look?d for Rogue 
or Raſcal at the beſt, | 

Jane, Oh Madam that will lye heavy upon your Ladiſhips Sto- 
mach, he'll get you ſome dainty diſh immediately. | 

Nell Do then e'ne whot tw'oot good Mr Cook. 

Cook. Good Lord ! goed Mr Cook! Oh'tis a ſweet Lady. Aſide. 
And by my treth I will Madam preſently, 'm overjoy'd, methinks 
I could leap out.of my Skin, [ Enter the Butler, 
Chip, kiſs me, prithee kiſs mel ſay - Im ont of my Wits. We 
have the rareſt Lady, the ſweeteſt Lady that ever Men ſerv'd : go. 
and be aſtoniſht as 1 am. 

Butler. You ſhamming Rogue, I think you are out of your Wits 
indeed ; what the devil doth he mean ? the Maid looks Merrily 
tOO. ; Sp 

Jere.Chipthe Butler is come Madam to. know what your Ladi- 
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diſhip will pleaſe to drink : Comenear Mr Chip, You'l be _—_ 
4 =; | * | -iſede. 

Nell. Good Mr Chip, let mehave ſome good Small Beer when 
my Breakfaſt comes up. 

Butler. Mr Chip! Mr Chip! I ſhall be turned into a Stone with 
amazement. Madam, would not your Ladiſhip pleaſe to have a 
Glaſs of Frontinuque or Lacryme ? 

Nell. Oh me, what hard Names are theſe! I muſt not betray 
my ſelf. (Ade) Yesif. you will MrButler. 

-Butl. Heaven and Earth, [Im amaz'd | here will be Joy! goget 
you in and be happy asT am, Joy, Joy. Ex. Butler. 

| Enter Coachman. 

Coach, The Cook has been bantering I donot know how long, 
does the Batler banter too. 

Jane. Madamthe Coachman is at the door. 

Enter Coachman, 

N11, Come in good Coachman. 

Coachm. Will your Ladiſhip pleaſe to take the Air to day ? itfo, 
which will you have the Coach or the Chariot ? 

* Nell. Thank you, which you think convenient. 

Coach. Oh Heaven ! the Sky will fall z what's this ? | 

OY | | He goes out ſmiling: 

Nell. StreI cannot be awake, how overjoy d they all ſeem to 

wait on me. Oh notable Cunning man, Im the happieſt Woman, 

I grow giddy with my happineſs. Il retire and give Heaven thanks 
for this, (a/ide ) Where ts my Common Prayer Book ? | 

Jane. Common Prayer Book ! here's a turn, what will Nox cor 
fay 2 your Ladiſhip has none, but here's my Maſters. 

| | - [| She takes it, Excunt, 
Nel. Thank you Sweat heart. 
Enter Sir Richard and his two Friends from hunting. 
Sir Richard. How do you like this Gentlemen 3 we have: had a 
ſmart turn'or two: ; 


Rowl. 1 never followed fleeter Dogs that had any Noſes. 

Long. I hate your meer fleet Hounds, that kill preſently in View, 
it 15as bad as courling. 

Sir RichMethinks there's Pteaſure toe *em hit it off ar a fault, 
as well as there is in a hard riding. 


_ Long. &nd to fee the doubles and ſhifts an old Hare will make 
/2; her Lite, faith beyond a Fox; | 
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Sir Rich. T ſpare my Horſes to day which made me come home 
ſo ſoon, but to morrow you ſhall try my Fox-hounds,. and then 
Gentlemen I will lead you a dance. 

Bntl. Sir, here's the rareſt News. 

Jane. There was never the like, Sir you'l be overjoyed and a- 
mazed. 

Sir Rich, What are ye mad ? what's the matter with you ? 

Enter the Coachman, and three or four Servants more jumping i. 

Sir Rich. How now ? whats the matter ? here's a new Face in 
my Family, what all joy and mirth, what does it mean, or is it a 
Chriſizrzs Gambo] ? 

Butler . Oh Sir the Family is turn'd topſte turvy, we are al:noſt 
diſtracted, we are the happieſt People. 

Jane. I cannot contain my ſelf, my Lady, Sir my Lady. 

Sir Rich. What 1s ſhe dead ? 

Butler, Dead : no Heaven forſend, ſhe's the beſt Lady, the: 
ſweeteſt Lady. | 

Jane. Oh the deareſt, Kindeſt Lady, you are the happieſt man 
Sir, living. | 

Butler. Never was ſuck a change, ſuch a miracle, why, all the 
houſe will lay down their Lives for her. 

Jane, She has obliged us all the kindlieſt and. the ſweetlieft, well; 
live and dye with her. | 

Al] the Seruaats. C Ay, all, all ofus, long live her Ladiſhip, God 
ſpe ak together, bleſs her Ladiſhip. 
Maid. Oh ſhe's the beſt Lady in the WorlJ,- I could kiſs the 


Ground ſhe goes on. | 
Butler, I could lick the dirt: of her Shoes, ſhe's the ſweeteit;. 


gentleſt natur'd Lady breathing. | 

Sir Rich. Why? give me Breath a littlez what do you mean ? 

Butler. 'Tis true, 'tis true Sir, go into her your ſelf, and be wit- 
neſs of her ſtrange change, none but Heaven conld work ſuch a 
miracle. 

Sir Rich. Thisis moſt aſtoniſhing, Gentlemen you ſee how I am 
ſarpriz'd, if you pleaſe to dreſs, I'll in and fee the meaning of this 


wonder, I'm impatient tillI go 11, 


Fane, Sir you may pat off your Boots and drels firſt, ſhe's at 
Prayers with the Common Prayer Book in her Clolet, and will be 
private for half an hour. | 


Sir Rich. How, Common Prayer Book ? new Prodigies | what 
| miraculous 
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miraculous power has been here at work ? my Friends, if this be 

true I ſhall rejoyce indeed. 
But. True, ay 'tis true enough, long live Sir Richard and his 
Lady, Heaven bleſs 'em both, huzzah, huzzah, | 
| Ex. omnes. 
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AY TEV. I well remember the Cunning Man warned me to bear t 
N all out with Confidence, 'or worſe he ſaid would follow, : 
I am aſhamed and know not what to do with all this Ceremony 3 
T am amazed, and oat of my ſences, 1 look'd !th' Glaſs, and ſaw a 
gay fine thing I knew not, methoughr nfy Face was not at all like 
that I have ſeen at home, in a piece of Looking: glaſs faſtned up- 
- on the Cupboard. Eut great Ladies they ſay have flattering 
Glaſles, that ſhow them far unlike themſelves, whilft poor folks 
Glaſſes ſhow een as they are. 
' Enter SirRichard: | 
| Jane, Oh Madam, heres my Maſter now return'd from Hun- : 
ting. | 
Nell. Oh Heaven ! this goodly Gentleman my Husband ? 
Sir Rich. My dear - I am extreamly pleaſed to ſee my Family | 
thus transform'd to all the joy imaginable, which as they tell me 
you have created in them. | | 
Nel. Sir, I ſhall be always overjoy'd at what gives you delight, | 
and ſhall be ever glad ifI can pleaſe your Family. 
Sir Rich. Oh Divine Softneſs! this Gentleneſs of thine tran- 
ſports me. | £7 | 
NeV. AlaſsSir what amT? 1 am aſhamed of my own meannefſs, 
I ſhall be glad to be a fellow Servant here, you are Lord of all Sir. 
Sir Rich Dear Creature, if thou continueſt thus, I had rather be 
Lord of thee than of the Indies, 
Nell. You make me bluſh Sir; I hope I ſhall have Grace never to 
be otherwiſe. 
Sir Rich, 1 am aſtoniſh'd, can this be real ? 
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Nell All that's good above can witneſs for nie ; Tam in-earneſt; 

Sir Rich, Riſe ſweeteſt Creature, what has wrought this admi- 
rable change. | 

Net® Alas ! I never did offend you nor any of them: 

Sir Rich. (Aſide) What does ſhe mean? | have not known a 
Calm within my houſe theſe fix Weeks : but Yeſternizit you 
triamph'd over me, and all my Family, was not that offence ? 

Nel. It was not I 3 / ſare was not my {elf then; indeed, I find 
my ſelf fo mach changed, [ ſcarce know whoI am? 

Sir Rich, it is a bleſſed change. 

Nell. Itisſo; Thave that pleaſure in my mind, that every thing 
I ſee raviſhes me with joy, ſuch a {ſweet Houſe, ſach brave Furni- 
ture, ſuch ready loving Servants, and fo noble, fo ſweet a Lord: 
and Maſter : Oh Father ! I know not where] am am methinks ! 

Sir Rich. Heaven be thanked for this: I would not loſe this: 
Dear, this Bleſſed Creature, for all the Wealth and Power that 


Kings can boaſtof. | 


Net. 'Tis ſure Heavens doing: and | can never have another 
mind, 'tis wondrous that I ever had methinks, | 

Sir Rich. AndI am conlirm'd: Joy ! Joy ! Ohkeart make room 
tor Jay ! it will overwhelm you elſe, upon my knees I kiſs this 
gong dear hand : Thou art ſo rare a Creature, I ſhall worſhip 
thee. | 

Nell, Nay hold Sir! pray Sir ! what do you do? indeed you 
make me cry, Iamſo aſham'd, oh Father ! ſo brave a Gentleman 
to kneel to me 3 'tismy duty to do that, 

Sir Rich. Hold heart, I ſay contain thy ſelf ; where are my 
Friends, my Servants call 'em- all, and let 'em be Witneſles of my 
happinels. . 
> Nell. O Lord ! how ſhall I behave my ſelf before theſe Gentle- 

Olks. , | 
Sir Rich, And wilt thou never chide, nor quarrel with me more, 
and ſhow thy fury amongſt my Servants 2? 

Nell, Fl cut my Tongue ont firſt, oh Lord I chide! 

Sir Rich. 1 have one thing more, wilt thon go to Church with 
me, and leavethe ſniveling Conventicle ? 

Nell. Yes ſurely Sir, Ill do what ere you pleaſe, 111 have no- 
thing todo with Fanaticks, they are a Melancholy ill condition d 
People. | 

$ Rich. Sure 'twas an Angel ſpoke in thee, thon art the beſt 
of all thy Sex, I hope thou art convinced that the Fanatick m_ 
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lain was drank laſt night 3 wouldſt thou let me diſcard him, there 
wants nothing then to compleat my happineſs. 

Nel}. Yes, feaven forbid elſe : what ſhall I diſobey my Lord 
and Maſter, : | | L 

Sir Rich, Let me embrace my Dear, my. Love, and prithee 
ſeal this promiſe with a kiſs. 

Nell. Oh rare ſweet man! he ſmells all over like a Noſegay, 
Heaven preſerve my wits. (Aſede) | 

Enter Rowland, Longmore, azd all the ſervants 

Sir Rich. Gentlemen, behold this day, here ſtands the happieſt 

man that the Sun ſhines on, I am tranſported beyond my tenſes - 


{ here proclaim a Jabile to all my Family 'i (+ rhree months : 
Summon 1n all the Country, Ill keep op + iſe. tend for my 
Fidlers, Hoboys, Trumpets, and all inftr:: - f joy : et allthe 
Bellsin the Hundred Ring, let the Steepics i 411 letthe Ring- 
ers drink enough : here ſtands the beſt 6: 1-11 and of Wives, 


the kindeſt and the gentleſt Miſtreſs to her Servants 3 and ſhe that 
has given me-all-this happineſs. 

Nell. Lord Sir, you pur me but of countenance. I bluſh, I'm 
ſorry that I ever angred you, indeed 11] do you all the good 1 
can, I ſhould be to blame elſe. | | - 

All the m—w_ God bleſs my Lady, long live her Ladyſhip, we'll 

wants cry \ live and dyewith her. 

Sir Rich, My dear you did affront theſe Gentlemen laſt night, 
ſpeak to *em. | 

Nell. Indeed 1 was not my: ſelf, Pm ſorry that I was uncivil, I 
kope to mend. | . 

*: Rowl, Weare your Ladyſhips.humbleServants, and largely muſt 
partake of the great Joy, which now poſleiles all the Family. 

Longm. Joy, Joy, to both the Bridegroom and the Bride; 'tis a 
new Wedding. | | | | 

Sr kich, *Tis true 3 ſome three months fince, I did efpouſe her 
Body, this day Pm married to her mind, this is a perfe& Wedding: 
go ſend all my Tenants, there ſhall be nought but Feaſts and Re- 
vels here. | 

Ne!l. This will be a brave time, how I ſhall joy to ſee it. | 

[4 flouriſh. of Myfeck without, Enter Servingman. 

Serv Man. Your Fidlers were going by, having heard thatmy 
Lady would not allow of Muſick, but | call'd 'em in. 

$;r Rich. You did well; my: Dear, do you not love Muſick ? 

Nell, 1 love nothing better, | 


" Fir Rich, 
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97r Rich. That's my joy, wy life 3 call in my Muſick : Gentie- 
men, 1il make 'em (ing a very unfaſhionable ſong to you, in the 
praiſe of marriage, a piece of my own Poetry in my laſt Wives 
time, [_1 hey comein and ſing the Song. 


Let the vain Spark conſume all his ſtore, 
1z keeping an expenſive I hore, 

For others to employ. 
For all thoſe ſnares, and baits he pay:, 
Which ſhe for other (allants lays, 

And he muſt leaſt enjoy. 


Keep Whores then as perfumes you wear, 

Of which your ſelves hhve the leaſt ſhare - 
Of othersClaps partake, 

Your Bodies bring to the Surgeons hand, 

And to the Scriveners all your Lands : 
And give her your laſt Stakg, 
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While with reaſon we bleſs the Fate, 

That brings us to the Marriage State, 
The only happy Life. 

The chief enjoyment in a King, 

No Wealth no Power, ſuch joy can bring 3 
As does a Wife, a tender Wife, 


There can le no true Friend beſide, 
; Io oft does intereſt divide 5 
But they are ſo conjoyn d. 
By this moſt Sacred Rite are grown, 
That they are not one fleſh aloxe, 
But they are both one Mid. 


Butler. Sir, here are ſome Country Neighbors hearing of the 
happy converſion, deſire to dance before you, 


Sir Rich, Let them come in. | 
[ They Dance. 


Enter Noddy wrapt up in his Night Cap. 

Noddy. What meaneth this lewd noiſe 3 this moſt prophane abo- 

minable Jigging ? Lady I muſt rebuke thee, in pure zeal, I muſt 
rebuke thee, I cannot bear it, 


F Sir Rich; 
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Sir Rich. Thou infolent fool be ſilent, I will have no Phang- 
* ticks, no Law breakers within my Walls, eſpecially no Hypocrites, 
you were drunk laſt Night you Swine, 

Noddy. I defie thy words, it was a fit, I was taken with a fit, a 
grievous fit : Lady, what ſay you, are you become like one of the 
wicked ones. 

Nel. I will obey my Lord and Maſter, his will is mine. 

Sir Rich. Retire to your Chamber, you ſhell not be ſeen this 
day, tomorrow I will tell vou more of my Mind. 

Noddy. Whats this, ſhe 1s not as ſhe wasz Fampridem mulicri 
ne credas ne mortue quidem;, I may not go, I will not retire, my 
Zeal telleth me, I muſt rebuke thee, and I will thunder in thine 
Ears, 

Sir Rich. Turn lum out. 

Noddy. 1 may notgo, I fay I will not retire, my Zeal tranſ- 
porteth me, I am become furious. . 
[They thruſt him out, 

Enter my Ladies Father. 

Sir Rich. Father youare welcome, doubly welcome 3 I ſent for 
you upon another occaſion than now find + Heaven has ordered 
things another way, we are all tranſported with excefs of joy, my 
dear {alute your Father. 

Nell, Good Heaven ! my Father 5 what means this? ſure I ſhall 
be diſtrated, but I muſt bear it out. (4/ide.) 

[She kneels to a5kh Bleſſing, 

Father. What meaneth this, 'tis ſuperſtitious, and favours of Ido- 
latry. 

Sir Rich. *Tis nothing but her great Humility. 


Fa' her. I like it not. | 
[ The Cook knocks to Dinner, 

Nell. I ſhall endeavour then to pleaſe you Sir. 

Fa:her. 'Tis well, I am glad to fee you and my Son 1n Law well ; 
but what's tho cauſe of this unwonted joy, of this tranſport ? 

Sir Rich. The Cook has knocked to Dinner : let's 1n, you there 
ſhall have a full account, and be a joyful witneſs of our happi- 
nels. [ Ex, ones; 

| Scene changes to Jobſon's Houſe, 

Lady. Was 'ever Woman yet ſo miſcrable ? I cannot make one 
in the Village yet acknowledge me, th-y ſure are all of the Con- 
ſpir2cy, this wicked Husband of of mine has laid a devilifh Plot a- 
23inſt me, I for the prefent nauſt ſubmir ,that | may get an oppor - 
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tunty intomy hands for my deſign 3 here comes a Rogue 1 will 
have i{trangled, but now I mult yield. 

Enter Jobl:n. 

Jobſon. Come on Nell, art come to thy ſelf yet ? 

{ai Ay | thank you, I wonder what I ailed, this Cunniag- 
wan put Powder in my drink moſt certainly. 

Jobſen. Powder ! the Brewer put good ſtore of powder of Malt 
10 it, thar's all, Powder Quo ſhe, ha ha ha! 

{,ady, T never was ſo all the daysof my Life. 

Fobſon, Was ſo, no, nof i hope nere will be ſo again, to put me 
to the trouble of ſtrapping you ſo dev:liſhly. _ | 

I.ady. Il have that Right hand cut oft, for that yau were un 
merciiul to bruiſe me fo. (dſzde.) 

Jobſon, Why ? Faith I'm ſorry for it, but it did you a great deal 
of good tho, why > you would have been mad and call d your felt. 
my Lady Lovemore till this time elſe + why come, why dowt you 


. Spin ? 


{.ady. 1 can't, you have bruiſed my Arms fo, when they are well 
11] work hard. 

Jobſon. That's my good Girl, I'll buy fome Plumbsto make thee 
a minc*d Pye, come let's be friends, taith kiſs and friends. 

Lady. Oh curſed impudent Raſcal, what does he ſay ? 

[ She turns from him, 

Jobſon. Nay prithee now, faith 1 won't ſtrap thee ſo no more. 

Lady IT muſt ſtay till this be well, before I forget it; 

Jobſorm Ounz if you go to that I will kiſs you. 

[He kiſſes her and ſmacks, 

Lady. Oh foh, how the Beaſt ſtinks of Cheeſe, Leather apron, 
Pitch, Greafe, foul Linnen and old Shoes, (Afrde ) 

Eater the Country Fellow with two or three more with him. 

C. Fellow. Why Neighbour Job/oz ? why dont you put on your 
Bond, and goto the Hall place ? 

JFobſen. Why, what's the matter ? 

C. Fellow, Matter ! why ? there's ſuch a change, they are all out 
of their Wits, there's open houſe to be kept there till Candlemas, 
all the Tenants are ſent for, why you'll loſe your Dinner. 

Lady. What do I hear? here's fine work indeed,” (Aſede, 

Jobſon. .What the Devil is to do there ? is that damn'd Jade my 
Lady dead. | 

C. Fellow, Nay Iknow not, we ſhall hear when I go, the Bells 
ring, do you not hear 'em ? and there's order given for all the Pa- 

F > riſhes . 
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riſhes hereabouts to ring, Barrels of Beer, Flazgons of Brandy and 
Money for the Ringers, and Alms to all the Poor are ordered 
Lady. Death what's this? Here's a rout when I am gone, did 
they pack me away for this, | ſhall have all my Eſtate run out. 
C. Fellow. Come, come, make haſte 
1 ady Husband, ſhant | go with you ? | 
Jobſon, Why, what ailſt thou: did notT tell thee T would ſtrap 
thee yeſterday for deſiring to go, art thou at it again ? 
L ady. What does this Villain mean by ſtrapping, and yeſterday ? 
Jobſon, What a Pox | have been married but fix weeks, and you 
long to make me a Cuckold already, ſtay at home, there's good 
cold Pye in the Cupboard. But IN truſt you no more with ſtrong 
Beer Huzwife. 
Lady. Well, you will have your way,I muſt do what you bid me. 
Jobſon. Thats a good Wench, God be with you. come on 
Neighbour. Ex. Jobſon and Neighbor. 


Lady. AndPI be there not long after you, ſure [ ſhall meet fome . 


there that are not of the Conſpiracy. Rx. I ady- 
Scene SirRichard's Houſe, Sir Richard ac all the 
Company at Dinner 
[ Serv, Man whiſper Sir Richard, 

Father. Son in Law Sir Richard Tlong tofee Mr Noddy, methinks 
I did not eat the meat with Appetite, finc2 he did not bleſs the 
Creature. | 

Sir Rich. Sir totell you the truth he is very fick, he was drunk 
laſt night, T am ſorry to ſay it to you. 

Father. Son-in-Law, 1 know yon are a Lukewarm Forma:iſt of 
the Epiſcopal way, and you are glad to fay it, but I believe it not. 

Sir Rich. Pardon me Sir, 1 do not uſe to lye, the whole Family 
are v1:neſles of it. 

Father. 1 fear me they are all too much of the fame Batch, will 
my Daughter affirm this 3 

NeJ. | muſt needs ſay what Sir Richard lays. 

Father Come Gentlemen, perhaps he might ere he was aware 
be overtaken wi:h the Croaature, he might be tranſported perhaps 
with Zeal and ſo the ſooner overtaken, and fo *tis not a fin, but a 
frajlty in him that is Righteous, I muſt ſee him. 

Sir Rich. But 'tis a fin in us - very good Doctrine, 

Though Zeal ſtand Centry at th: Gate of Sin, 
Tet all that have the word paſs freely in, 
Ex. Footboy, and brizgs in Noddy. 
Father, 1 am ſorry to fee you:ill. Mr, Noddy. Noda. 
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Noddy. Bleſs your Worſhip. 
Father, Now we have dined let him give Thanks. 
(Noddy is hnw1ming and hanging, in order to his Grace. 
Enter Lady. 
T.ady, Here's a Rict and a Ronrt, you firrah, Butler, Rogue, 
Butler. Why how now ? what 2 Pox 1sto do with you ? who: 


are you ? 


Lady. Impudent Varlet: cont you know your Lady? 

Butler. Why how now you Quean? here, turn this Mad woman 
oitt of doors. | ſhe ſirikes him” 

1 ady, SLife you Raica] take that firrah, why {irrah ? don't you 
know your Lady? ry Lady Z ovemore, hands off, | am ſhe you 
Rogue, | 
She flings the Glaſs in his Face which he had in his: 
hands, and ihe Serving man lays hold on her. 

Serv. Why you ſawcy Jade ? Huzwite have a care, here's a good 
pump, we'll cool your Courage for you 

Lady. Why Jane? tiuzwite, fire you do not forget me ? 

Jane. Forget thee woman . why ? I never remember thee, IL 
nere ſaw thee in my Lie. 

Lady. Oh wicked Slut ! i'll give thee cavnfe to remember me 

| { Jie pulls her by the Head Cloths. 

Jane. Oh murder! murder ! help, help! 

Sir Rich. Row now, what Lproar's there ? 

Lady. You Jade, 7 cttice, what wont you know me neither ? 


Il make you know your Lady. 


a 


[ Lady ſtrikes her, jhe breaks from him, 


Aaid. Help, help! 
Sir Rich, Whatsto do there 2? 
Butler. Why ? here's the Mad woman falls a beating and lagging us, 


and calls her ſelf my Lady. 
Sir Rich. Some Chriſtze.s frolick, ſome Neighbour has a mind to 


be merry. 

Nell. 1 warrantit 1s a Beſs of Bedlam, 

Lady, Oh here's my © 5apl4in, ſure heis not of the Conſpiracy 
againſt me! Mr Noddy | Thou art an holy man. 

Noddy. 1 am ſo woman, what would rhou.have with me ? 

Lady. What are you blind ? do you 4» know me becauſe | have 
theſe filthy Clothes os © look on my - ..c-, 1 anithe moſt igjur'd, the 
moſt abuſed Lady that ever yet icw biecaih, 


' Noddy, Lady ! Woman, act rava not madintruth 2 a 


28 The Devil ofa Wiſe ; Or, 

Lady. Why firrah, are not you my Chaplain? You baſe Villain, 
did not'! lay en the Plaiſter to your ſhoulders, ana a red hot Pan 
to your Head laſt Night, and ſav'd your Life ? 

Noddy. Oh Heaven! this is the Sorcereſ5 that bewitch'd me this 
Night, lay hold on her ſhe is a Witch. | 

father Why Maſter Noddy ? art not thou troubled in Spirit ? 
it is ſurely a Trick, a Gambal, 

Tady. My Father here ! ! am {o diſtracted with my griefs and 
ſufferings 1 did not ſee you, butnow I matt embrace you, and ne- 
ver leave you till you ſuccour and revenge me for che mo(t Bar- 
barous uſage that ever Lady ſuffer'd - ſpeak, will you not ſpeak to 
me, Honored Father ? 

Father. 1 know thee not, I fear thou art ſoine lewd Woman : 
be gone, hands off. 

Lady. Nay, then I am deſperately miſerable. 

Noddy. She is a Witch, and did confeſs it to me, I will have 
her burnt. | 

Sir Rich. Stand by, there muſt be fomething more than ord inary 
in this Buſineſs. [Ex. Noddy and Father. 

£.ongm. What the Devil can this mean ? 

Rowl. What ſhould 'it mean ? ſome poor Mad woman isgot looſe. 

Sir Rich. Why ? I never ſaw thee; thou my Wife ? poor Crea- 
ture I pity tice. 

Lady, Nay it is in vain to hope for Redreſs from thee, thou 
wicked Contriver of all my Miſery. 

el]. HowT am amazed! is that T there in my Clothes, that have 
made this diſturbance ? oh Father ! I am here in theſe fine Clothes, 
how can this be ? and yet to my thinking am there, 1 am ſo 
confounded and affrighted, that I ſha! begin to wiſh i were with 
Zekel Fobſon again. 

Lidy. To whom ſhall T apply my felf, or whither ſhall I flie ? oh 
Heiven what do Il ſee! is not that I there in my Gown and Petti- 
coat I wore yeſterday ? how can it be when I am here ? } cannot 
be in twoin twe places at once. 

Rozl Surely no, unleſsthou wer't a Bird, but come Sir let's be 
deaf to theſe vile Gambals and retire. 

Sir Rich Poor Creature ſhe's ſtark mad. 

Lady. What in thedevils Name, was I here before TI came hi- 
ther ? thatI ſhould come hither, and find that | was here before [ 


cane is the ſtrangeſt thing to me, let me look in this Glaſs. Oh 
; Heaven 
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A Comical Transformation. 


Heaven Tam confounded, I know not my ſelf, if that be I that's 
repreſented in the Glaſs, I never ſaw my ſelf before. 

Sir Rich, What incoherent madneſs 15 this ? 

Exter Jobſon. | 

Lady point- f There, there's the devil in my likeneſs, that has 

ing to Nell,  robb'd meof my Countenance. SLife is he here > 

Fobſon. Ay, that muſt be the Devil that's in your Likeneſs, re. 
member my ſtrap, \1ou Quean, | 

Lad; How inevitably wretched am 1 ? 

Nel. OLord, Iam afraid my Husband will beat me that am on 
yonders fide. 

Jobſon Gallants pray pardon her. ſhe was drinking with a Con- 
jurer laſt Night, and ſhe has been mad ever linze, and ſays ſhe is. 
my Lady Lovemore. 

Sir Rich. Poor Woman take care of her, and do not hurther, 
ſhe may be cured of this. | 

Jobſon. Cured, yes and pleaſe your Worſhip, you ſhall ſee me 
cure her withthis ſtrap immediately, Huſwife do you fee this ? 

Nell Hold, hold pray do not beat me Zeke. 

Sir Rich, What ſays my dear 3 does ſhe infect thee with madneſs 
t0O ? 

Ne/t. T am not well, my head turns round. 

[ The Maid goes in with Nell, 


Enter Butler. 
Sir Rich, Wait on your Lady in. 
Jobſon, 1 beſeech your Worſhip don't take it ill of me, ſhe ſhall 
never trouble you more: | 
Sir Rich. Take her home and uſe her kindly, Il ſend my Phy- 


fician to her, he ſhall cure her 1 warrant you. 


Fobſon. Thank your Worſhip moſt kindly, come Ne/: 

Lady. hat will become of me ? [ Ex. Jobſon and Lady. 
vir Rich. How now, where's my Father in Law ? 

Butler. Je has taken. Coach ; he bid me tell you he loves no 


Chrifimas-Gambals , and he took for this one. 


1 onem. it is a very odd one take it all together, as e'rel faw ? 
Rowl. Methought there was a Method in her madneſs, ſhe did 


not know her ſelf1th' Glaſs. 


Long. 4.13d if you obſerved, your Lady uttered iome itrange 


words. 


Sir Rich. She did ſo, which did very much amaze me. 
| Row!, 


40 The Devil of a Wife : Or, 

Rowl But that I have not much Belief in Magick, I ſhould have 
odd thoughts of this. OE 

Sir Rich. Now you have put me in mind of it, there was ſome- 
thing in the latter part of the ſtory, very firange and very ſur- 
Prizing, 

Enter Oervingna 7, 

Serv. Mar. Sir, the Doctor who call'd here laſt Night, deſires a 
word in private with you on earneft Butinels. 

Sir Rich. What can this mean ? bring him to me ? 

Enter Door, 
Rowl. VVelltake a turn and wait on you ſuddenly. 
Sir Rich, Your ſervant Gentlemen, be gone Servante. 
[Ex Rowland, Longmore and Servants, 

PoF. Low on ry knees I fall, and beg your pardon, and pur 
iny Life to your hands, I have exerciſed my art of Magick on 
your Lady. I know you are an honourable wan, and will not take 
my Life, v ho might have ſtill concealed it from you, if I had 
pleaſed. | | 

Sir Rich, Mcethinks you have brought me to the glimpſe of miſe- 
Ty, too great for me to bear, isallmy happineſs come only to. a 
ſhort Liv'd, Viſion and a Dream ? 

Dog. Sir I befeech you fear not, if there be any harm towards 
you, | freely will give you leave to hang me. 

Sir Rich. Can Magick bring me any thing but 1ll ? 

DoF. | never yet did miſchief by my Art, there are Aerial Spi- 
rits | command which do no hurt, they are Sylphs. 

Sir Rich. What have you done ? info:m me: | ; 

Do#Z. | have ſo transform'd your Lady's face, ſhe ſeerms to be the | 
Coblers's Wife, and charmed the foce of JobſorsV Vite into the Like= | 
nefs of Fonr Lady's, and when the ſtorm aroſe, my Spirits removy'd 
cach to the others Bed, 

Sir Rich. Oh miſcrable wretch thou haſt undone me, I am fallen 
from the top of all my hopes, and (till muſt have a moſt tempeſtuous 
 VVife, that fury whom I never yet new quiet, fince the firſt mi- | 
nute i had her. ; 

Dog, it that were all, I could continue the Charm for both their | 
Lives. 

Sir Richard, Tl have no happineſs from Hell, all my Bleſlings 
mult come from {teaven, and I will hang you it you do not undo 
rour Charm, let the event be what 1t will. 
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Dog, TI do it in a moment, and -perhaps youll find If 1s Rene 


Juckieſt moment of your Life, I can well aſſure yen your I ad y- 
will prove the beſt of Wives, give re your pardon Sir; 

Sir Rich, Upon condition you undo the Charm, I will, 

Do8#. It ſhall be done, and you. ſhall find a.l my Predittion 
true. ; 

Sir Richard, Bold there is yet a material thing, which | muſt 
know. | 

Do8. I will refolve you Sir, 

Sir Rich. May be to Crown this miſchief 1 have ſfuftrd, it'.e 
Cobler may perhaps have made me a Cnckold 

Do#&. Then cut his Throat, for-e're ſhe was tranſported to that 
Bed 3 the Cobler was got-up, beltdes he has done nought but bcat 
her ever ſince, and you are like to reap the benefit of his Lab..ur. 

Sir Rich. Go about the bulineſs, I'1-fend for him-an | her. 

[ Exenzt. 
Enter Butler, azd Noddy. 

Butler. 1 canaſſure you, there's no ſtaying for you in this Fami- 
ly; my Lady has yielded all up to my Maſters power. 

Noddz. Why look thee Edward Chip ; thou art miſtaken in we, 
I can conform in many things, rather than leave ſo good a Houle 
and fo good People. 

Butler. Where there is ſo much eating. (afide ) 

Noddy: At leaſt though I cannot conform inwardly, I will con- 
form outwardly 3 and that will do your buſineſs as well, give us 


ſome Wine; they ſhall ſee what I can do, 


Enter Servingman, Cook, and all the Servants. 

Butler, With all my heart, Gentlemen you are come in good 
time to be merry with Mr Neday. | 

Noddy. Ay Gad I'm in a merry humour, 

Cook, Here's a pretty turn. 

Noddy. Give me a Beer-glaſs, here's the King and all the Royal 
Family, buzzah : other, here'sSir .Rzchard Lovemore's, huzzah - the 
tother, nay Gad take me give me a third, here's my Ladies, hnz- 
za : pledge me all of you, .and let every Bumper be a facer thus. 

[ They drink off therr Glaſſes, and Huzzah: 

Seorm, Is that afacer, faith 'tis very pretty. 

Noddy. Nounz 1'll have you to know, I can be as good Come» 
pany as E'rea he that wears a head: , | 

He that wears a brave Soul, and dares honeſily do, 


He's & Herald to himſelf and a Godfatber #00, 
TR _ Hs Butler: 
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| Noddy. Come faith, let's fing a Catch. 
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A Boat, a Boat, haſte to-the Ferry, 
For we came over 10 be merry 3 
To Laugh and Wop, and drink old Sherry. 
ater Sir Richard by the Door. | 
Sir Rich. \Here's a turn 3. here's a Hypocritical Rogue, I think 
we ſhall have Ovid Metaworphoſes in this houſe 3 but I am too mach 


concern d to mind this Diverſion - but where are my Friends I 


wonder. 


7 Ex. Sir Richard. 
Enter the Waſſaler, and Sing their Waſſal Song. 
[ Noddy. joys with 'em in the Song. 


Butler. Come on Friends, and fall heartily to: our Chriſtmas 


Gambals after a Rouze or two, 
| [ They fall a drinking. 
Rowl. What you tell us Sir has muck of wonder in it. 
Loxg. It is prodigious if it prove'true. 
Neday. Come now, let's have a dance. 
| Noddy kiſſes and ruffles the Waſſalters, 
Butler, Now Parſon let's have one Chriſtmas Gambal 3. well 
play the Blackſmith, 
Noddy. Ay, come with all my heart, how 1s that, 
Butler. Come we'll ſhow you, you ſhall down firſt, here, lye 
down upon this form, | 
Neddy. Ay come, come, Gad I'm almoſt drunk: 
Butler. Come 111 play the Smith and blow the Bellows, ye are 
my two Journeymen. 
They beat upon- hint like two Smiths with Boots, he 
; roars out Murder, Murder, and all the Company 
laugh, andthey leave off when Sir Richard: ſpeaks. 
Cook, We are ready. | 
Serv. mw, | 
© -Brtler, Beſure.you lay bim on. 
Enter the Coblor. 
Sir Rich, How now Fobſor, have you brought your Wife with 
you? 
7J-bſon. Yes and pleaſe your worſhip, ſhe's here. at the Door, 
a little from the houſe ſhe fell into a Swoond, I [thought I-neTe 
{hou'd have recovered her. But at laſt a tweak or two by the Noſe, 
and halfa Dozen ſtraps has done the buſineſs. Here where are you 
Hufſ\wife, come in 2? - | Six ch. 
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A Comical Transformation. 4.3 

Sir Rich. Light there 'tis very dark. {| Butler holds the Candle: 

[ He its fall the Candle and Servingman takes it up. 
Enter Lady. 
Buil:y. Oh Heaven and Earth, what's this my Lady. 
Jobſon. What does he ſay, is my Wife changed to my Lady > 
 [ The Servants run away and ſneak, 
*Cook. I thonght the other was too good to be my Lady. | 

Lady to Sir Rich. You are the perſon I have moſt offended, to 
whom -I muſt confeſs I have been the worit of Women, bating 
have kept my Body undefiled, it bas pleaſed Heaver to puniſh me 
moſt ſharply for my Crimes, Heaven left me to ſuffer under the 
power of Enchantment ; I am fully (ſenſible of all my faults, and 
fince Iabhor 'em and deteſt my ſelf for them, I hope that Heaver 
and you will pardon me, here will T kneel and fix till I havepro- 
cured yours at leaſt, and Heaven be witne(s to my Reſolutions. 
The Remnant of my Life ſhall be imploy'd in duty and obſervance 
of you, if you'll vouchſafe ro take me to your Boſom. | 

Sir Rich. Riſe MadamlT forgive you, and it you be fincere, you'll 
my me happier than all the Enjoyments of the World could 

Oo . 
Jobjon. What a pox muſt Tloſe my Wife thus.? where the De- 
vil i5 my to'ther Wife > here's conjuring indeed, 

Enter Jane and Maid. 

Fane, Oh Sir the ſtrangeſt accident has hapned, it has amazed 
vs, and almoſt bereft us of our ſences, my. Lady was in ſo great a 
{woond we thought fhe had been:dead. _ 

Mid. And when ſhe came to her elf, ſhe proved another wo- 
man. | 

Sir Rich. Ha ha, that's a Bull indeed. 

Jane, She is ſo changed I know her not, I neyer ſaw her face be-. 
before,.O Lord is this my Lady |! 

Maid. I ſhall be beater'again, 

Jane. I thought our happineſs was too great to laſt: 

Lady, Fear not, my Servants, Sir let 'em all-be called in, I will 
give eaſe and quiet to your Family, Tam a hearty 
Veritent, good Seryants 1 acknowledge I have A/ the Servants 
been too harſh and .rigo! omgaye all, but Hea- . and Tenants 
ve 13s given me ink. - 3 mited, it ſhall be my- come in, 
endeavour td make ye all happy. I'm ſure no <2 
Miſtreſs ſhall onedome in Kindreſs and in Gentleneſs; 4; 

Si« Richard, Ida thismind,sthou wilt be the of 

A - © he. | 2 _ 
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44 The Devilof a Wife ; Or; 
and [ the happieſt of men, the other was a falſe and'ſhort liv'd' 
Joy, but this I hope willlong continue, 
Lady. May Heaven wreak all its vengeance on me if once I alter 
trom this Refolution; ore're I contradict your will agair. 
£3z Rich. This is a-day of wonaers. 
Enter Nell. 
Nell. My head turns round 1 muſt-go home, why Zeke! what 
are you there? | 
Jobſon Look you, look now, hey dey, what a Devil, what's. 
that Queen my Wife ? here's a rare buſineſs, Gad I dare not come 
near her. | | 
Sir Richard. *Tisrare indeed, we have all this day been under 
the Power, of Enchantment to which Heaven» knows there was. 
not my leaſt Conſent. Heaven often turns even the malice of De- 
vils to produce a good end, this is no doubt a happy change, T1! 
celebrate it with allthezoy, I did proclaim, for myilate ſhortlived 
Vifon. | 
Lady. To me 'tis happier than my Birth day was. 
Sir Rich Now Madam ſince you have reſigned your will to me, 
where is the Chaplain. | 
Futler. Here Mr. Noddy, where are you? he's in the Buttery.,. 
here comein. | 
| | —Noddy Emnters drunk; 
Sir Rich Behold your Saint here. 
Lady 1do conteſs my ſelf in the wrong. 
Sizr Rich Go Hypocrite I diſcard thee. 
Noddy. Diſcard me, tor what, Nounz [1] conform, what a Pox: 
do you mean. | 
Sir Richard. Thou wicked wretch, thou ſcandal to thy own 
Profefiion, would 'ſt thou malicioutly thus bring one on ours, by 
- thinking to conform by being vicious)? deteſted Beaſt be gone, 
carry him to his Chamber, our Church condemns all ſuch De. 
bauchery, though ſuch vile wretches wou'd bring a ſcand:l on jr. 
Give him: ten pound, and in-the. morning ſend. him packing : here 
Jobſon take thy fine Wife. 
ho [ They carry him out. 
Jobſon, But hold Sir, did not your worſhip Sir make me a Cuck-. 
o1d under. theRoſfe; «ry. ; 
$ir Richard. No upon my honour nor ever kiſt her till I came- 
from: hunting, ſhe was my Bed fellow. for a little while, and for: 
gs; happy; change; I'1l-give:thee. with her five.hnndred. Pound, 
Ws | | buy: 


K: 51 2 F004 
C AD PO OI FR 


A Comical Transformation; © 45 
buy ſtore of Leather, and be my Shoemaker, I'll help thee to all 
the Cuſtom in the Country: - | | 

Jobſon. Ho boys T am a Prince, a Prince, come hither N:/l, come 
to thine own dear Z2ekel, I'll never ſtrap thee more. 

Nell IndeedT have beer inſacha dream, I'm quite weary-of it. 

Jobſon kneels. Can your good Ladiſhip forgive my ſtrapping 
your good. Ladiſhip fo very much. | 19 the Lady. 

Lady. With ail my heart, the joy of this bl:ſt change makes 
all' things good again, | 

Nell. Forſfooth Madam will you pleaſe to take your Clothes, 
and let me have mine again. | 

La1y. No thouſhalt keep 'em, and 11! preſerve thine as Reliques.. 

Sir Rich. Gentlemen let me preſent you to my Wite, 
þ Rowl, We wiſh your Ladiſhip all the joy your heart can hope- 
Obs, ic. | | 
Long. May all your Life be ever happy Madam. 

Lady. Gentlemen pray pardon me, | think I was a Madwoman : 
laſtnight, Zedverz now has brought me to. my felt. 

Sir Richard. No more of this Subject; 


Proclaim my joys in every place aloud. 
Bonfires ſurround my houſe, let the Bells ring, 
Let's dance and revel, feaſt, carouze and ſing, 


AII the Ser-q Long live my Lady and Sir Rzchard, 


wants cry. 


 Jobſon. Now let me ſpeak, if T may be ſo bold, we: 
Nought but the Devil ſure can tame @ Scold.. 


—_—— 


(46) 
THE 


EPILOGUE.:| 


Spoker by Mr. Jevon, and Mrs. Percyval, 


ſpeak ſomething in my behalf to theſe 
' Friends of mine here, for 1m ſure they are all 
| Friends. 
Mrs. Percival. Who | Zekel; Oh Lord you know, IT want da+ 
.city when I come before great Folks. 

Mr. Jevon. How now Huzwife dare you diſpute it ? remem 

-ber my ſtrap you Quean. | 
Mrs Percival. Hold,hold good Husband, Il try what Ican do ? 
To the People. . Oh, moſt curious fine Gentlefolks, I hope you 


Mr. Jewon, 'Sx- Nell., prithee while I dreſs for the Dance, 


will pardon me for being ſo bold, bat ne're itir, 111 never let yon 


alone tilll find you kind to poor Zeke!, for he's as pretty a Fel- 
low ase're ſtrapp'd Wife: 

Mr. Fevon. Why how now, what a Pox 1s all this for ? what 
ſpeak an Epilogue in Proſe ? (the Devil ) I could have done that 
my ſelf you fooliſh Jade. For example now, 

Adareſſes himſelf tothe Audience, and makes a long 
Banter, and goes off, after that he ſpeaks. 

Look you Hnzwife, theres as. good proſe, as any is in England 

but! muſt have it io vetſe, all beaten Verſe, away withit. 


| Mrs. Percyval. 


\ | OU cannot ſure wngexeronſly refuſe, 
The firſt addreſs of a joung tender muſe 3 
So modeſt thet ſhe mere attempts to fly, | 
Op to the lefty pitch of Comedy z 8 am. 
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Farce is her aim, the perſons low and mean; 
- Humble t he langnage homely is the ſcene, 

Let this coor ſhrub ſecure from cenſure grow, 

For «ll the Criticks ſtormy rage too low : 

If youll our thundering indigna tion vent, 

Let it on lofty bumbaſt all be ſpent. 

Applauded nonſence where ſad Lovers pine, 
' And Hero's rant andfight, and cry and whine. © 

And the*old 3nskins empty ſmelling ſtrains, 

That cracks the Players lungs aud Poets hrasns, 


Theſe, theſe are triumphs for your forces fit, e 


| But whoupon @ Droll &re ſpent his wit 3 
Qr crititiz'd on Merry Andrew yet > 
Whilſt all the lofty Frigots you attack, 
Pray let in ſafety paſs this little Smack, 
Tour ſhot 'gainſt us will waſte ith' empty Sky, 
ThegHhiſtling bullets ore our heads will fly 5. 
We: le ſo low your Cannon mount too high, 


